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“wo! no!” SHE SBRIEKS, ‘‘I DARE NOT BELIEVE THAT YOU ARE CHANGED!” es 


WITH MIGHT AND MAIN. | how proud we were of the pink and silver hearts ; | {t is very convenient to have ® younger sister 9° 
| how we admired the mandlin sentiment of the | that you may pack your own anxiety on to 


—- | verses accompanylog them !”’ a aaa ae op oe We eae maliciously ; Te 

“Bat you must confess those boys wrote | and gathe up her books prepares to leave the aps 
[A NOVELETTE,} ., | execrably.” | room, ty 
. * And apelt worse,” | **Don't rash from the hall door,” cries Rhea, d 
Peg "How old were yon then?” asks Edith, | mlechievously, ‘So much depends upon the 
PROLOGUE. still intently watching for the postman’s ap- | first male person you meet this morning!" ] 


rT pearance, | “What do you mean?” the girl asks, pausing, 
Axp how many valentines are you expect-, ‘‘Jast your sge—fourtesn, and Mona was a | and glancing curfously at her sister. 


‘og, Eiith?” aske Miss Norman, with a smile, | year older,” answered Rheo, taking » long, re-| ‘Little fimnocent! Kaow, oh maiden, that i 
Qalte a budget, I eup a" freshing view of the pretty face and figure fn the | he who meets you first is your future hus- as 

— girl turns towards her sister with a Mttle | opposite mirror. | band }"’ 
own. “ Edith ! Edith |” says a voice from the door-| “But {f he ts already married!” questions 


“I’m pot old enough for valentines yet, Mona; | way. ‘Why are you loltering here? You will | Edith, scornfally, 
= Miss Morris says 1p fs wrong for us to think | be late.” ; “Well, his prgsent wife will die, or you will 
o such things,” “No, mamms. My books are already strapped, | marry some other man of his name. As you love 
“Rie course she does,” with a disdainfal moue. | and you see Iam dressed |” jus, Hidith, don’t Inflfoh a Smith, or atili more 
" des, do you remember what a terrible “She is waltiog for her valentine,” laughs | valgar Smythe, upon ue!” 
Pennotion she made when Doctor Byford’s | Mona, “andas the postman won’s be here for) ‘ Why do you talk ench nonsense te the 
Preonong pald us the compliments of the | a good hour, you had better give hera holiday, child?" 
“_ mamma,” | ‘Mamma, she cannot learn wisdom too 
+T nob!” cried Rhea, laughing. “And| ‘J don’t wish for one, thank you, Mona; and | soon. Good-bye, Edith! and remember my 
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warning,” with a theatrical wave of her pretty 
hand 


6. 
“What a donkey you ars!.” {fs the young 
elstex’s retort; and, nodding carelessly, she 
t. 


ou 
eeThen she remembers she has left her atlas fn 
the opposite roora ; and, crossing hastily, secures 
it before her eyes light upon a solitary Sgure 
standing bya window. The blood mounts to 
the giri’s face,and her blue eyes flash angrily, 
as Rhea’s warning recurs to her. It is only the 
janior clerk waiting for Mr. Norman, and a 
sound of laughter reaches Edith as she re- 
piles aharply to his greeting. She rane hack to 
her tiatera, 

You mean wretches |" she cries, disgustedly, 
"You knew Brooks was in there, and yet let me 
goin. But I don’t care for your ailly warnings. 
I shall never marry an office boy |” 

"Hush, hash!” says Mrs, Norman. ‘ He 
will overhear you,” and rises to close the door; 
but this precaution is too late, Her words have 
reached young Wilfrid Brooke and a painful flush 
mounts to his brow; he feels choking with a 
sudden sense of humi iation and auger. 

‘She might have spared me such an ineult,” he 
thioks, “although lam her {nferlor, She must 
have known I could overhear her,” and a servant 
coming in with the’ papers, for which he was 
waiting, be goes out, 

He is only seventeen, and yet alone in the 
world (mother and father alike dead), with not a 
soul to share his hopes and schemes. Bat Edith 
Norman’s heartless words have trausformed him 
into a man, given him an incentive to work as he 
never did before. 

“T have heard her father started as I do, and 
he has bullt a fortane. Why should not Ii I 
will doit! Iwill work with might aod main, 
and when [ have placed myself on a level with 
her I will give her pride a lesson |” 

From that day a marked change I visible in 
the youth ; always diligent and attentive to his 
master’s affaira he now redoubles his energy, 
until Mr. Norman singles him ont with words of 
praise. As one or another of hls companions are 
promoted or leave the office he takes the vacant 
poste, At thls time he is not a favourite with 
the clerks, who dislike his reticence, and wonder 
why he should apend long evenings by himself tn 
his lonely lodgings, when so many places of 
amusement are open to him. 

They cannot guess he fg perfecting himeelf for 
the position he intends one day filllog, or that he 
fs hoarding hia savings until! a suitable oppor- 
tunity for investing them occurs, Tale is not 
long arriving, and with beating heart he ven- 
tures hts little all, waiting In fear and trembling 
for the result ; and his money returns to him 
fourfold. 

Tale is but the first of many Fpsculations, 
and soon he has an account at a neighbouring 
bank, which steadily fucrenses, Bat he does 
not emulate his employer's rashnees, for if 
the truth must be told, Mr. Norman’s specula- 
bar are successful only through rare and great 
lack. 

The years wear by, aud Wilfrid takes a high 
position in the house, becomes his employer's 
confidential agent, visits his private house, and {fs 
recelyved with courtesy. At bwenty-five hestands 
posesesed of a fair portion of this world’s goods, 
aad succeeds in purchasing o share in an old- 
established firm, governed by wise and prudent 
men. 

Tals somewhat severs his connection with the 
Normans, but he still occasionally meets them, 
and learns to his shame and paln that he loves 
Edith, Mona is married, and in India; Rhen ie 
nod vo fresh or pretty as she was efght years 
ago; and Edith, “the girl graduate” of the 
family, {: all bub fnaccessible. 

Generous to a fault, loving and loyal ag she is, 
there ia one fatal blemish in her character, and 
that Is an overwhelming pride, The beauty of 
ber falr face is shadowed by ite haughtiness, the 
mouth loses something of its swhetucss, the deep 
biwe eyes are calm and still as summer pools; 
bat the pride in them is only sleeping. And 
his falling has been fostered by her parents, who 
are agreed that the lovelfest and clevereat of 
their daughters mast make a noble marriege ! 











CHAPTER I. 


Ir is eight years since Edith Norman had 
stirred Wilfrid Brooke into ambition, and once 
sgain it Is St, Valentive’s Day. The Mleses 
Norman have just received their firet instalment 
of packages, Rhea’s being much less In number 
than In former years. At present Edith Is 
engaged in clasping an emerald bracelet about 
her shapely wrist, and Rhea is regarding her 
enviously, 

"Of courses Stephen Is the sender?” 

Of course |" asserts Edith, quietly; “he 
has exquisite taste,” and no flush deepens the 
falnt roves on her cheeks, no light of love darkens 
the wonderful eyes bine as violets. 

‘'He should not have senbemeralds; they are 
not usually considered lucky.” 

“You are thinking of opsls, Rhea; there Is 
really a rather pretty story connected with 
emeralds, The posts declare that so lopg as 
one’s lover is true the stones are of a bright 
epring green, but as hie love wanes so the hus 
— and becomes sickly as leaves when they 

a,”” 

Rhea {a not listening, her eyes have strayed to 
a white package lying at Edith’s right hand. 
“When yon have finished admiring Ssephen’s 
gift, perhaps you will show me the contents of 
your last box ?” 

Without a word Eilith untles the string and 
removes the wrapper; but soon she utters a cry 
of surprise ae, liftteg a mage of cotton wool, she 
discovers a emall goid necklet, curionsly chased, 
and composed of tiny links, each one sod with a 
brillfant. 

“Oh!” says Rhea, with a long-drawn sigh, 
" how lovely! how I envy you! Is there nothing 
to tell the sender’s name! He must be a rich 
man, and awfolly in love!" ; 

‘*Nol there is nothing. Shay, here is s note 
or some verses, and the handwriting {a evidently 
disguised. Wait, Rhea ; don’t be Impatient, I 
will read them ; they sre somewhat old-fashioned 
fn spelling and diction :—~ 


“ When slumber first unclouds my brain and thonghte 
ree, 
ent refreshed renews her reign, I think of 


62, 
Whon next in prayer to God, alone, I bend the knes 
Then, when { pray for those [ love, I pray for thee, 
And when the d tles of ths day demande of me 
To rise and journey on life's way, f work for thee ; 
Or if a weary mood or sad possesses me, 
One thoughte can all times make me c'ad, the 
thoughte of thee. 
Or, if perchance I sing some laye, whate’er it be, 
All that the idle verses say they sxy of thee; 
Or if an eye whose liquid lighte gleams like the see, 
~~ sing, or tresses browne or brighto, I think of 
ee. 


And when once mors upon my bed full wearfir, 

In deep repose I lay my head, I dream of thee : 

In short, ons only wish I'd have, to live for thee, 
Or giadly if one pang 'twould save, to die for thee." 


“Taey are snfficiently sentimental,” says 
Rhea, enviously, ‘ What a lucky girl you are ! 
And will not Stephen be jealous?” 

“I think not!” coldly ; “he has small ocea- 
sion for jealouey.” 

And you will wear them at the ball to- 
night?” 

* Certainly nob!” Edith anewers emphati- 
cally. “I should be covered with shame if J 
thought the giver eaw me wearing his gift !” 

Rhea does nob understand such scruples. 
“You might reasonably suppose that Stephen 
nee. and so incur no unpleasantness by wear- 

9 t.”” 

Edith flashes one of her haughticet glances at 
her sister, but she merely says, ‘I shall never 
wear it!’ and turns to replace it in the case. 

“How I should appreciate {t!” sighe Rhea. 
“Tet me see it on a moment about my own 
neck, Oh!" as she clasps it around her throat, 
“how lovely | See how the brilllants flash!” 

As she epeake a young man, dressed in the 
extreme of fashion, enters the room slowly and 
languidiy ; Edith rises to meet him, ‘“ You are 
early, Stephen?” she eays, quietly. 

** Yaas! I juet dropped In to sak vit you girls 
care to go to Mrs. Martialque’s chamber concect! 
I've got tickets !” 


| 








— 


“T should like it,” anawers Edith: “she hoy 
engaged some fine artistes, By the way, Stephen, 
let me thank you for your very pretty gilt |" 

“Don’t speak of it!” he drawis, “I am 
honoured by your acceptance. Fancy my taste 
{n jewellery ia beyond question.” 

“And so {fs some other man’s!” cries Rheo, 
advancing with the necklet in her hand. " J.ock 
at thie, Stephen, and be furiously jealous! This 
ie another of Edith’s valentines.” 

Mr. Holroyd stares vacantly at the beautify! 
bauble, 

" Fellow musb be a beastly cad to send valua. 
ble thing lize that to another fellow’s flanc.:, 
You'll not wear it, Edfth?” 

* Certalnly not!” with a falat suspicion of 
scorn In her even tones; “ but, unfortunately. 
I must retain ft until I discover the ‘ beastly 
cad,’ as you emphatically term him.’’ 

Holroyd looks up more guickly than ueual, 
but the beantiful face of the speaker fs as im- 
passive as @ mask; and feeling reasenred, he 
beging a lengthy eccount of an Interview be 
has bad with his tallor respecting a certain coat 
recently recelved, and of course the tallor comes 
off second best. Then thinking he has mads 
himeelf sufficiently entertaining for one morning 
takes his leave in a leisurely fashion ; and Edith 
standing by the window, watches him go with 
a faint vague pain in her heart, anda great self- 


scorn. Presently she laughs, and tarns to 
Rhea. 
“ How proud I shall be of my husband’: in- 


tellect and heart!” 

Rea looks atartied. 

** You are not thinking of ending the sngage- 
ment ; you would not dare!” 

“Nol I am aware what is expected of me, 
and shall do my duty. Then, too, l am ambi- 
tious, and not Iikely to forget that when | 
marry Mr. Holroyd I marry the nephew and beic 
of en Earl.” 

“And in his way he Is very much attached to 

ou, 

To me or my probable fortune!” and eweep- 
ing her valentines together she goes out of the 
room, wondering not a little who her mysterfous 
lover may be, 

This afvernoon at the charaber concert they suv 
Wilfrid Brooks; and Rhea, who fs growisg 
horribly afeald she will be left to pine In sing!: 
bleseednese, attaches herself to him. 

Edith acknowledges him by a frigid bow, but 
he is not to bs repuleed so easily. 

“This is an unexpected pleasure, Miss Edith!” 
he esys, bending his handsome head the better t 
see her face. “I saw Holroyd this morning, bub 
he sald nothing that could lead me to suppose 
you would bs present,” 

** Why should he?” with her haughtiest glance 
“He surely conld not flatter himself that ovr 
movements would Interest you ?” 

He neither winces nor changes colour ; and, 
atrangely enough, she wishes she could pain bin, 
and tells herself be is too thick-ekinned to be 
hort by mere words. J 

‘There is no reason, why heshonld,’”? Wilfrid 
answers pleasantly; ‘and perhaps I was un- 
reasonable to expect so much exertion from him,’ 
with a covert glance at the fair face, which 
flushes deeply, despite her utmost efforts to 
appear calm. . “I know {b Is consldersd ¢e- 
rogatory to ap arletocrat’s dignity to possess euch 
® thing as energy.” 

Her eyoe flash angrily, but she will not ‘st 
him see she fa so mach moved. 

'’Madam La Vaadols fs about to slog, Mr- 
Brooks,” , 

“And I am to remain quiet 7” with » smie 
for which she could strike him. “I accept my 
rebuke.” , 

Throughout the afternoon he Hogers by her. 
but says very little to her, and perhaps sie | 
a little piqued ab his attention to Rhos, his 
utter disregard of ber scorn and pride. ” 
cannot guess how the true heart within bin % 
thirsting for her love ; bow all his soul cries out 
to her for mercy ; how fall of compassion be ' 
for her, and for that pride which hae msde °F 
bargain youth, beanty, snd goodness fora pio 


| spective title. 


In a very discontented mind she returns hom 
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dismissing hor lover at anearly hour, as she must 
dress for the ball, 

And whilst her maid plalts the profuse brown 
hair In a wonderful and elaborate style, she alts 
regarding her own beautiful reflection with acorn- 
fui eyes and proud mouth, snd wonders « little 
what along life will be spent with the vapid and 
selfish man sbe has chosen for her husband, 

Rhea comes into the room presently, besuti- 
fally dressed and looking gulte youthful, with a 
tonch of rouge and pearl-powder upon face and 
throat which angers Edith, but she knowe 1b [s 
aselers to speak of these thinge ; her sister would 
not understand, 

‘How do I look?" seks Rheo, complacently, 

“Very well,” coolly; “and your dress Is 
perfection,” 

‘Faint praise for myselfi" diecontentedly, 
4‘ Well, Edith, I trust someone may prefer my 
face to my dress. Iam getting tired of this sort 
of thing, and would like to settle down, But 
gou—ob | you don’t know how beautiful you 
are looking! I envy you—honeatly I do!” 

“You should not,” wearily. “ Iam not the 
happlest of women,” and she turns to leave the 
room, Rhea following, 

" We will wish papa good-bye,” she says, but 
her elster makes a pegative gesture, 

“Yor plty’s sake, no! He willexclaim at my 
extravagance, Why, your dress is a marvel of 
elmplicity to mine, and afortnight eloce he told 
me! must have no more this season. As though 
{ coald go to Mrs, Trevor's fn an old gown!” 

Edith grows a little pale. , 

"Do you think there fe any need of his 
warning $” 

“Well, I beard him tell mamma some of his 
ventures had turned ont badly, and he seemed 
greatly worried.” 

‘Why have [ not heard this before!” 

‘Where Is the use of troubling oneself about 
orifise, and It would take a great deal to cripple 
papa,” 

Bat Elith does not look reassured, and her 
ayes are almost wistfial as she enters her father’s 
sanctum, 

*T have come to say good-bye, dear!” gently, 
*‘ and once more to ask you If you cannot accom- 
pany us?” 

“IT am far too busy to do that, my dear,” 
kindly, but she notices he looks worn and fl, 

“Busy! at this time of night, papa? You 
must be jesting 7” 

He eigheas he meets the loving regard of her 
clear eyes. 

“T am greatly troubled of late. But run 
away, child ; I will not spoil your pleasure, and 
Iam very probably anxlous without cause, Klos 
me and go. Iam expecting Brooks,” 

The name acts on her like magic. _ 

" Good-bye, dear; to-morrow you must tell 
me all your worries, so that I may share them,” 
and so she trips away, and as he looks after her he 
sighs and says,— 

“Thank Heaven, she fs provided for! Bat 
poor Rhea and her mother! What will they do 
if the worat comes $” ’ 

He buries his face In his hands and gives bim- 
eelf up to very bitter thoughts ; then Rhea calls 
to him from the hall,— 

"Good-bye, papa! Wish mea merry time and 
plenty of beaux!” 

_ Mechanically he obsys her, adding im his 
heart,—: 

Heaven give you a good hushand, or I am 
afrald to think of your fatare!” 

Then he hears the carriage roll away, and in 
imagination follows wife and daughters In their 
Dicasure; sees his pride and darliog—Edith—- 
move amongst fair women, the falrest of al, and 
prays that he may weather the storm antil she 
‘@ safely married, for deep down in his heart stirs 
& fsint fear that Stephen Holroyd fs but a frail 
support to lean upon, 

Mra, Trevor, their hostess, recelves them with 
€rea0 cmpressement, She has daughters of her 
hn growing up, and hopes that in.the future 
Ellvh may prove their friend, will give them the 
enire to the bead eoclety, 

Stephen Holroyd, handsome and vapid, comes 
to the girl’s side, and makes a few commonplace 
remarks about the rooms and their appolnt- 


ments; asks for her tablets, and scribbles his 
foitials for a few dances, 

* Hate dancing!" he saye, languidiy’; " mush 
cry off the waltzes and those sort of things— 
they’re too awfally exhausting! ‘Pon my 
word, Edith, you excel yourself to-night-—ah, 
poeltively 1” 

She receives this highly finished compliment 
with a bow and that faint, cold amile Wilfrid 
dislikes so much, Then other gentlemen eur- 
round her, and Stephen strolls away to amure 
hie anlucky partners in bia own languid fashion. 

Edith does not enjoy herself particularly, and 
is wishing the evening well over, when a voice 
behind her says,— 

 Miea Edith, am I quite too late for a dance?” 
and flushing a little she turns to meet Wilfrld’s 
dark eyes bent curiously, and she fancies pitifully, 
upon her, 

‘*Mr, Brooks, I imagined you were with 
papa?” 

"I was until fifteen minutes since ; bub having 
finished my business determined to follow In your 
wake, on the principle that all work and no play 
makes Jack a duli boy!” 

He sioks into the seat beside her, and angrily 
she confesses to herself that Stephen can in uo 
way compare with him ; the dark face turned to- 
warde her is very manly and earnest ; the low 
voles (so much softer when !ts owner addresses 
her) has a very true ring, and, prejudiced as she 
nt aemme him, she admits these things to her- 


§ There is a fatality about things to-day,” he 
says, when she does nob speak, ‘* We seem 
destined to meet ! Lashall begin to indulge in 
superstition.” 

“I think you are too matter-of-fact for such a 
falilog, Mr. Brooks,” 

“Shall I accept your words as & compll- 
ment? I am afraid not; you are not given 
to fiatterlng my self-esteem. But you have 
not yet given meadance, Am I no? to have 
me i” 


With a slight addition of pride {n- look and 
manner she: allows him to take her tablets ; 
there are but two dances left, a waliz and a 
square ; he writes his initials againet each. 

“Thank you; I hardly expected euch great 
good fortune. May I sit by you a little while? 
Like yourself, I prefer to rest for » time.” 

She bows assent, wishing the whole while 
Stephen would come and relieve her of her un- 
congenial companion ; but if Wilfrid knows this 
he gives no sign. 

“ The room is very pretty and unique!” he is 
saying. “So in unison with thi: festive day, I 
was quite bewildered when I first caught sight 
of cupids, hearts, and darts! Then I remem- 
bered this is 8t, Valentine’s day, aud ceased to 
wonder.” 

“Tam surprised that the rising young mer- 
chant should know anything of euch folly,” Kdith 
aays, & trifle lese coldly chan ueual, 

“Oh! I assure you I am quite « romantic 
fellow!" laughingly, “ although wo one will accept 
that statement as a fact.” 

“ You are certainly thinkflog of yourself as you 
were lo your green and salad days," 

He looks ruefal, 

“T’m afraid they are nob so far back, Miss 
Edith, as you eeem to think, and I certainly re- 
member moat distinctly sending off sundry highly 
coloured and poetic effusions to my youtbfa! 
flames—the firat, I belleve, was a ilttle maid at a 
chandler’s shop. They called her Mary; her 
surname I never knew, and so falthiess am I that 
I cannot recall one feature which J then thought 
divine.” 

“She was doubtless flattered by your attech- 
ment }"’ Edith says, smiling pleasantly, 

‘IT cannot say, as we never exchanged one 
word, My next flame was o cousin, to whom 
I sent a sliver heart, with the following remark- 
able and pathetic words written in schoolboy 
hand ; 


* Roses red, and violets blue, 
Pinks aro sweot, go are you ;’ 


Bat, ch! Miss Edith, I dere nob tell you the 





concluding lines, they are too awfal, as Emily 
thought. I was heartbroken when my tokez of 


love was returned to me Itke o dishonoured 
cheque, Now I cannot say I sorrow much,” and, 
to her surpriae, Edith finds herself laughing with 
him. 

But a gentleman carries her off, and she does 
nob see him again antil he claims the waltz she 
has granted, He looke very flushed, and enger 
as he advances, and very handsome, Then, tov, 
she dlecovere he dances beautifally, and bas such 
afand of amusement that [t is impossible to 
maintain her wonted frigidity. And he, poor 
fellow, fs mad with thls moment’s delight—the 


i rapture of holding her all close to hia heart, the 
} heart which has loved her so well and so long, It 


fs more than he hae dared to hope even in his 
happiest daeams, and hie breath comes fast ; the 
burnivg words crowd to his Ips, but he keeps 
them resolutely down. They must not be spoken 
—she Se another's promieed wife, 

Ah ! but It will nob be so long, he thinks, know 
ing what trouble jooms over her ; and then, when 
others have proved themselves felee, and there 
is mo one la the wide world to whom ehe can 
turn for help and love—then he will teil her ali 
—all the toll and loving labour these weary years 
have brought for her dear sake, 

He comes back to the present with a start, 
when Edith aske,— 

*' Mr. Brooke, wiil you answer mo one question 
truly ?”’ 

How sirange ib is to ask a favonr of him § 

"If I can,” gravely, and with eyes Intent upon 
the anxious, beautiful face. 

“You can very sasily, What fs eo harassing 
papa t”’ 

“That Is a subject upon which I may uot 
speak. I have given my word,” 

“But you will do no harm—may do good by 
breaking such a promise, Mr. Brooke; will you 
not do ib for me?” and no one can guess what 
an effort these words cost her, or how ib hurta 
him to anower, 

“Not even for you, Misa Edith!” ; 

The red flames lato her face; she fis not 
used to ack in vain, and her voice fs hard as she 


Bye, — 

“Of course I do not insist, but I think ycu are 
making mountafus of molehills! 

Be looks at her fn « troubled way, 

*'T wish I could beilevs 20,” 

“Then there have been nnlacky speculations 
and papa fe ia difficulties 1” 

“T do not say that.” . 

‘* Bat I know it. Iam sorry to have annoyed 
you, Mr. Brooks!” 

‘*Bas I am nof annoyed. How can I be, 
when you have asked none but simple and 
natural queatidns? Indeed, you wrong me, Mise 
Edith,” 

Bat she will not listen. 

** Please take me to mamma,” she says, and in 
allence he obeys, 

She fs deeply mortified that she ehonld stoop 
to ask a favour of this man, and he should refuse 
to grant [t, and {» her mortificatlon {s unjust to 
him, Mrs. Norman acd Rhea, however, smile 
upon him, and he sits down beside them to 
Edith’s disgust and chagrin, 

‘Mr, Brooks,” Rhea saya, by way of greating, 
“ may I ask the name of the lady you met first 
this morning ?” 

** Certainly!” laughing ; “bat Iam afraid I 
cannot gratify your curlosity, as I am in Jgnoranca 
of io myself; but I can tell you what profession 
she follows,” 

** That, ab least, will be sematbing 1” 

"She fa neither young nor beautiful, and fs a 
coliector of rags and bones!” 

“Ob, oh 1” laughivg too, ‘Am I to con- 
gratulate you ?” 

"Not seb, plesee! The fatal question has not 
been asked ; tbe happy day is not named ; bat 
when I have reached the consummation of my 
hopes I wiil acquaint you with my joy!” 

Edith tarus from them {0 proud aller cs, think- 
ing, *’ Rhea would even raarry him !—my father’s 
office-boy—-were he to ask her!” 

Ob, Edith! Edith! what sorrow and regret 
pride will bring you! How {& will dower your 
days and nights with anguish and remorse [ 





That olght, as she ls driven away from Mes, 
Trevor's door, her eyes rest on Wilfrid’s dark 
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face and eyes. She looks impatiently away, un- 
conscious alike of hfe love and paln, or of the cry 
in hie heart,— 

"Eight years have I served you, my lady, and 
yeu ere no nearer yet!" 


CHAPTER If, 


_ Iris two days Ister, and the Normans are at 
vreakfast. Edith ta leleurely turning the pages 
of a lady's magazine; Rhea and her mother are 
alscussing a female friend with greater animation 
shan charity, and Mr, Norman its opening letters 
and despatches, 

Saddenly he starts up with a hoarse and terrible 
cry, his face stricken and ghastly, hie eyes wildly 
staring, 

“Great Heaven!” he erie, “it has come at 
iast!” and chrasts hie wife aside as she would 
cilng about him. ‘Send for Brooke!” he says. 


_ "Bend for Brooks } no one else can help me!"’ 


Rhes files to obey him ; but Edith follows him 
to his room, 

"Leb me come in with you, paps! Let me 
ehare your troubles, whatever they may be, 
Ob, my dear! ob, my dear! do not send me 
away?” 

He looks at her loviogly—sadly, and begins to 
tremble like a child, 

“No, no! my brave girl; go back and comfort 
your mother. Tell her anything to soothe her! 
Oh, wile, wife, wife ! that I should have brought 
you to this}” 

‘* Papa, my darliag papa! Is {t ruin?” 

‘I fear so! I fear so!” and thrusts ber 
gently away, closing the door upon her. She 
Ustens a moment outside, then returns to Rhea 
and Mrs. Norman, who are loudly bewalling 
the unknown calamity which hae befallen 
them. 

Edith’s faca Is very white, and her eyes are 
dark with fear and pain; but she goes to her 
mother, and puis an arm about her, speaking such 
brave and comforting words that the poor soul 
clinge paselonately to her, weeping that she is her 
sole support-—praylog her to win the biter trath 
from her father. 

We shall know all soon, dear; Mr. Brooks 
fs comiog, and I will force him to tell me 
all, Perhaps things sre not eo bad as we 
anticipate. Rhea, for mother’s sake contro! 
yourself |” 

Bot Rhea sobe on, until she fe utterly weary, 
and then site down by the window to watch 
for Wilfrid’s cormtog, having an almost blind 
belief In hia ckill and wisdom, and she is soon 
rewarded, 

A cab dashes cup to the door, and Wilfrid 
springs out; he looks anxious and excited. 

He fs locked in with Mr. Norman for a very 
long while, but Edith cannot hear what passes 
ostween them as she paces to and fro; only an 
indistinct murmur of volces reaches her, and her 
anguish of fear increases with each moment’s 
suspense, 

But at lasp Wilfrid comes out, white and 
agitated, and starts violeatly when she comes 
forward to meet him. 

“Mr. Brooks, I must speak to you—and 
now |2——_ 

She is terribly pale, and he notices that her 
hands are fast locked together, but there {s no 
other eign of fear in face or bearing. 

He gravely follows her into an adjoining room, 
fervently praying that thie interview may be 
averted or interrupted. She motione him to a 
chair, but hereelf remains standing. 

‘What has happened?” she aske, in a low 
voice. “Do net be afraid to tell me; soon or 
late I must know.” 

"TI would rather any other than I anewered 
yous is Edith, Will you not spare me this 
pain?” ; 

Her eyes flash on him half-angrily, but thelr 
light dies quickly ont, and she orges,— 

“Let me know the worst. If you have avy 
spark of compassion In your breast—any pity for 
womanly dread, womanly grief—if anything I 
can say will move you, save me from this sus- 
pense | I can bear anything better |" 











A groan breaks from him. 

“Heaven help me! that I shonld be the bearer 
of ill-tidlogs to you! I fear the worst! Bat! 
will not ssy there Is no hope, Iam going into 


the City ; now pray that I may return with good 
news!” 


She shakes her head. 
"I would rather accustom myself to face the 
world," she says in s low voice; then 


suddenly, ‘oh, my mother! my poor mother and 
sister |” 

No thought for herself, only for her dear ones 
now ; aad just for a moment her eyes sbine 
through bitter tears; thev, without a word, 
7 tarns to leave him, but he cannot let her go 
thus. 

“Miss Norman—Edith!—do not despair, I 
pray. If the worst does come your father hae 
many friends, and I—oh! do you not know 
there fs nothing I will not do to help you— 
nothing too hard for you to demand or require of 
me! ” 


He pauses, and as she looks into those dark 
eyes she reads all his love and longiug, and pities 
him. 

‘You are very good,” she stammers; “and [ 
cannot thank you as I should, I can only ack 
you to crown your goodness by going to the City 
at once. Every hour will be an eternity of eus- 
pense to my father.” 

He bows. 

‘J will use my utmost speed,” and his voice Is 
so calm she almost believes the look she saw ia 
bis eyes was but 8 trick of her own imagtination, 

for the firet time in her life she gives him her 


| band, 


“T thank you iu my father’s name and my 
own, When ws have recovered the first shock 
of this calamity we will thank you better.” 

Then he is gone, and she, walking to her 
father’s room, begs admission, which at first he 
refasea ; bub she wins her own way by tender 
insistence, and a little later is seated beside him, 
his poor grey head drawn down upon her loving 

“My dear,” she says, “hope a ttle yet. All 
cannot be lost; and you etill have your dear 
ones to love and cherish you.” 

“To fs for them I fear,” with a hoarse and 
heavy sob, ‘‘not for myself. Edith, they are 
nob brave like you, they cannot bear pain and 
poverty ; and when your mother and I are gone 
Tube will be all alone.” 

"Not while I live, papa!” 

‘But you have Stephen,” hardly seeming to 
hear the quiet words so quletly epoken. 

** Yes, I have Stephen,” with a faint infusion 
of ecornin her voice, She has but small faith in 
the jover she has chosen before all others. 

‘©When you are his wife you muat do your 
best for your mother and sister,” 

“You may trust me, paps. I shall not fall 
them,” and she kieses the worn face, clasps him 
tn her loving young arms ; shows no fear or sign 
of fear, knowing well how great ts his need of 
comfort and strength. .-- 

“Brooks will do his best for ue. What a 
happy man I should be had Jason likehim! I 
wish you could have ~ of him ag—as a 
hasband,’’ almost wistfully. 

The fair, proud face finshes. 

“I belleved my engagement plessed you, 
dear 1” 

** Yes—yes, From one point of view it does; 
bat Brooks would have been euch a support to 
me.’ 

"It is too late to think of that now. You 
must try to be content with me and Stephen ;" 
but her heard {fs like iead in her bosom, and her 
faith In her lover so small, 

“Tam more than content with you, my child, 
Ab, dear! my desr! Forgive me that I have 
brought euch trouble to you.” 

"Dearest father ! why should you talk of for- 
giveness? Yov, who have been always the most 
loving, the most generous of parents! It is 
our turn now to help you. Sbow me how,” 
with a glance at the papere upon the table. ‘I 
am not so very stupid.” 

‘You would not understand those,” answer- 
ing her look; ‘‘but you have helped me more 








than you can guess, Now go again to your 
mother and sister ; they need you,” 

Stooping, she kisses him, and returna heavy 
hearted to the two weeplog women, and ‘» 
sorrow and tears the slow hours wear by. Rhea 
and Mra, Norman {natinctively cling to Edith, 
and not for a moment dose her conrage fall, 
Patient, loving, sympathetic, she presents « 
marked contrast to the proud and wayward 
beauty Wilfrid has known and loved so long. 

Towards evening Mrs. Norman begine w 
wonder feebly why Mr. Holroyd does not appear, 
and Edith listens with fiashed cheek and down 
cast eyes, her expression growing momentar!ly 
harder and aterner. Then Wifrid returner, aud 
is closeted with her father, and she possesses her 
soul with what patience she may until the {oter- 
view ends, and she may learn the worst, And 
whilst she waits, her mother’s band clasped !p 
hers, a note fs brought her from Stephen, Break. 
ing the seal, she spreads the perfumed, highiy 
giszed paper before her and reads, Then ebe 
laughs shortly and bitterly, but the next instant, 
kissing her mother tenderly, bids her see what 
comfort Stephen sends. 


“My Dear. Miss Norman,—Ib hss been s 
great shock to me to learn that your father has 
falled, is utterly and Irretrievably ruined; io 
fact, I am positively fll of the news. Under 
these circumstancer, [ am sure you will admi: 
the necessity of cancelling our engagement, 1 am 
& poor man, and cannot give you those luxuries 
to which you have been accustomed ; nelther can 
I afford to dleplesse my uncle, Therefore, I con- 
rider the only course open to me is to release you, 
although {t gives me the greatest pain so to do, 
Ihave been very happy during theee past few 
months, but must now resigfi myself to misery, 
Pray belleve no other woman can be to me what 
you are, and sccept the sincerest sympathy of 
your moat devoted friend and admirer, 


“Sreraen Howroyp.” 


With a bitter cry Mrs, Norman filogs ont her 
arms, and still retaining possession of this very 
cholce epistile, rushes from the room into her 
husband’s presence. 

“ He is the first defaulter, Rhes,”’ Edith saye, 
very calmly. ‘‘ We must be prepared to be for- 
gotten by our hundred and one dear irfend:,” 
and her proud ps quiver, her face flashee with 
anger apd mortification at the slight put opor 
her, “ He might have waited a few dayz, If ov!y 
for decency’s sake, Come, Rhes, let us go together 
and pack up his presents; they may prove 
acceptable to his next fiancée,” 

Rhea looks at her in unmitigated surprise, 

"J don’t belleve you care in the least!” 

“ Yer, Idol" with sudden passion, ‘Do son 
think {t ia nothing to be pointed out as the 
woman Stephen Holroyd jilted? Ob! I am 
rightly pontehed for my ambition! I shall bate 
to meet friends and acquaintances, to read piiy 
or triumph in their faces. There! Rhea, f have 
ended ; come with me,” 

Together they go to Edith’s room, and here, 
widiinn her casket, she takes fiom it all her 
lover's gifts and Isys them fn a glittering pis 
upon the table, Rhea touches them with linger: 
ing, careselng fingers. 

* Mast they all be returned +" she asks, wiet- 
fally. ‘Cannot you keep one?” and Fdith’s 
glance fs sufficient answer. 

Quite ab the bottom of the casket Is the 
mysterious valentine, Edith sighs ae che takes! 
in ber hands. 

“T wish you were mine!” cho says, softly. 
“ You would sell for a great sum.” 

* And fa it not yours? How foolfsh you sre, 
Edlth | Why should you not dispose of it 7 

“*I¢ I told you, you would not understand.” 

“T wonder "— Siping off now at a tangent—-'! 
wonder what Mr. Brooke will say to Stephens 
conduct? It was rather too bad of mamma io 
acquaint pspa with !t before him.” 3 

‘The whole of our circle will know [t e00s, 
coldly, and having eecurely packed the numercu# 
pledges of affection, she wrote a few hasty 
words,— : 

Mies Norman fully agrees with Mr, Holroye 
in his decteion, and understan’s no other conrss 
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ts opan to bita, She thanks hiw for the aveurance | 
f eympathy, and the caud(d manner fo which he 
bas acted. 

hea smiles as whe reave the words over her | 
honider. “ His vanity will be hurt to find you 
are not dying of gtief for hin.’ 

Edith looks scornful, but maintains silegcs | 
antil the mote ta addresacd and sealed, the: 
aaylng she will despatch both ft and the parcel, | 
leads the way downstairs. In the drawing-room | 
Mra, Norman fa walicg auxiously for her, and | 
Rhes notlces she sesms agitated and nervous, | 

“Your papa wlehes to see you, Edith! Mr, | 
Brooks has gone, and he Is alone!’ 

‘} will go to him at once!” 

't He has eomething to eay of a most Important 
asture, You will try to anewer as he wishes ; 
we rely so ouch upon you now,” the poor woman 
saga wistfally, and Edith, never dreaming what 
2 to follow, answers cheerfully and kindly. 

“] will do anything to help him, and do not 
fear ut that we shall weather the etorm,” 

So she goes to her father and finds him jook!ng 
moodily {nto the fire, 

‘Come here, child, and kneel beside me! I 
have something of great importance to communi- 
cate. But firat tell me, Edith how does S:ephen 
Holroyd’s condact aff-ct you 3” 

‘Jt has made me angry and bister! ” 

“Then you do not lova him? He has not burt 
sour heart?” eagerly. “Then I may say what 
Thavein mind, Dear, did you never guess that 
B:ooks regarded you with seomething deeper than 
a friendly feeling 1”’ 

She flashed hotly 

‘‘ Way do you speak of theee things now i” 

“ Because fo r:ste with you whether or no you 
will help me through my troubles.” 

“You know thao I will if I can. 
Tam Hateniog.” 

"Edith, I hardly know how to broach the enb- 
ject ; bat elnce yon sre no longer engaged to 
Holroyd (the ecamp), of course any man is free to 
win you who can, and J am sure you could find no 
worthler husband than Wilfrid.” 

“And Mr, Brooks aspires to fill that posttfon ?” 
she says with flaming cheeks avd flashing eyes ; 
‘his modesty fs positively wonderful! And he | 
makes it a condition for helping you! How 
generous, how disinterested !” 

“Rear me, Edith; hear me out! You sre 
wronging Brooks, Indeed you are ; he hss worked 
for me like # slave to-day, and only to discover 
that I am utterly rained, have not even sufficient 
to satlefy my creditors. But he will generously 
supply the deficlency———” 

Oa condition that you give him your | 
daughter ¥” 

“He made no terme; slmply offered to clear 
my name of any stigma which might rest on It, if 
my tradesmen were disappointed of their duez. 
Aud when I sald I could nob accept so great a 
gifc, and asked what payment I could make, he 

aswered he desired only permisefon to address 
you, bat that on no account were your inclina- 
ilons to be forced,” 

"How kind | how manly! Papa, papa! do got 
osk eo great a sacrifice of me!” 

Cannot you think kindly of him? Re- 
member, Edith, he can maintain you In your 
present position, He {Is well spoken of, well 
received.” { 

“D2 nob trouble to eulogise him, father. I 
koow his merits, and !t adda only to my acorn 
to jearn he is willing to marry ® woman who 
regards him as an Inferior, who has not 
wad never will have any affection, any esteem, 
for ve 1 Tell him that I am fneulted by hie 
veriures,” 

“Edhh! Eiith! have you no regard for 
ie—for your mother?! Wil you ace us house- 
an homeless? Child, show us some pity, some 
caty. 

Still she stande as any statue—white of face, 
wild of eye, her slim hands clenched, her lfpe 
-olopressed, & great struggle between love and 
piide raging fa ber breast. 

_ Remember!” says her father’s vice, “that 
{f you accept Brooks none of your acquaintances 
“6 pond you out as &@ love-lorn damsel, 
: Mat that Holroyd’s deeertion has wounded 





to on, paps, 








; renounce. Give me nntil to-morrow 


‘* Hash!” she cries, sharply, ‘do not sppeal 


| to my pride ; let me have some excuse for anch 


a line ofconduct. Do not let me utterly lose my | 


self-esteem ; rather appeal to me thromgh my 


| duty to, and love for you, so that even in my 
| fall I moay seera to do a meritorfous action ;" and 


she laughs so bitterly, so wildly, thar Mr, 
Norman is siarmed, 

He rises and puts an arm about her, 

“Tf it is too hard a thing for you, my dear, I 
will not be made honowrab!e by your misery. 

You good father!” with sudden passfon 
“You deeerve all that I can do—all that I cap 
‘his night 
let me spend ajone, aod fn the morulog i will 
give Mr. Brooke my answer.” 

‘And do nob be influenced by my wisheae— 
only if you could reconcile yourself to an union 
with him, feeling that he can make you bappy, I 
would rather see you hile wife than the Countess 
of Lockton, Now go to bed, you look weary ; ’ 
and when he has kiseed her she goes away up to 
her cwn room, where she is safe from molesta- 
tion, not even Rhea daring to lntrade upon her 
svulitude, 

There che sits down and does battle with her 
pride, wreetles fiercely and resolutely with {t; 
and before another day dawns she has conquered, 
Bat the etrife bas lefo ite mark upon the fair, 
proud face, the exquisite mouth ; and the desp 
bine eyes are harder and more defiant than 
Wilfrid has aver yet seen them. 

Oh, Edith i Edith ! so to despise « true heart, 
eo to trample on loyal love ! 

At the time eppointed Wilfrid arrives, nervous 
and agitated, and {fs ushered foto the morning- 
roora, there to wait his Isdy’scoming. She tires 


his patience sorely lingering over her toflet with | 


unueual and unnecessary care; loitering on the 
staircase, unwilling to yield io her fate. unwilling 
to spare him one pang of suepense. Lat at Jast 
she entere—pale, composed, proud, and the 
young man advances to meet her, love in his eyes 
and in his voice, 

"Miszs Norman—Edith} How can I thank 
you for granting me this interview.” 

‘By coming to the pofpt at once, Mr. Brooks, 
T shall be obliged Sf you will detain me ae little 
as possible,” 

Not a very gractous reception! Not a very 
auspicious opening. Bat he is not caunted ; 
rather her pride atings him !nte composure. 

“I preanme Mr, Norman bas made you ac- 
quainted with my—my wishes }” 


CHAPTER IIf, 

Sue glances at him disdainfally, ‘' He har, to 
my extreme surprise.” 

‘ I¢ may seem gudden and {ill-advised that I 
should speak apon stich a subject now.” 

"It does,” she interrupts coldly. ‘ Bat 
two days sgo I was another man’s proralsed 
bride.” 

“Teue,” flasulog duskily, “ and had that other 
man been anything bab s most atter acouudrel I 


should uever have spoken | that Is, so long aa | 


you were bound to him. Bus [| never really 
belfeved you would so far degrade yourself ae to 
become his wife.” 

‘ Mr, Brooks,” she exclaime indignantly, but 


| he goen on very quietly, 


"Taay ‘degrade,’ advieedly ; in nothing was 
he your equal; and bad you married bim your 
life would have been one long tale of misery 
Bat I did not come to abuse my rival, Edith— 
Edith, Lloveycu! Glve me the right to protect 
you, to help those dear to you, Years ago, when 
I had no hope of winning yor, I loved you; for 
your sake I resisted temptation and worked night 
and day, that I might be the more worthy of yor. 
Sweetheart! sweetheart! I will strive with 
might and main te win your love, to make you 
bappy, if you will but trast me and give 
youreelf into my heeping.”’ 

He had spoken in & manly, earnest way, bub 
fo her obstinate pride she steels her heart against 
him, and Ilstenswith haughty face and downcsst 
eyes ; and when be has finished she say’, 

"Yon are aware J have no affection, no shadow 
of affection, for you’ ” 


; 


*' Neither had you for Holroyd,” 

‘** The two cases are not to be compared 
Holroyd weuld have lifted me toa higher sphere 
than I now cecapy. You-—— 

The {neole:.ca in her tone is 
60 he rebuked her bold)y 


Wr 


beyond enduran 


‘And I shall maintain you in tha one to whick 
you were born,” 

She pales under hia words, bub does not love 
her calmneas. 

“You fally understand that If I consent to 
marry you, I do eo merely to benefit these J 
love.” 

He bows. 

* That I make, and shall make, no profession 
f affection ; that J am, tn fact, iotolerand of 
| you.” 

"I understand, but I am willlxe to accept 
the risk. No woman can hold ont against love 





} 


| 








and tenderuese,” 

‘You do not know me, If you draw such con- 
clusione, Mr. Brookr, 1 will be perfectly frank 
with you. J do not love you; rather I dezy ica 
you, that rom can accept me on such terms as { 
offer, J will marry you If you chone (to plense 
may frfends) ab any time you may appoint, } 
will do my daty with regard household 
matters, so that you may have no canee te binsh 
for your wife or your home, but I will neither 
give nor accopt any of those encearments natural 
vo wives who love their lords,” 

" And I take you on your own conditions, coz 
fident that, in the end, I shall win your love, 
he answers, “i have never yet falled to achlove 
the object of my desire.’ 

Then, sir, you have yet to learn the pain and 
shame of failure. Stay—there fs no need to 
thank me, no need to touch my hand, but you 
are at liberty to informs my father of my con- 
sent,” 

Was ever womes ta thie humour wooed 
Was ever woman in this bumour won! 


As she passes without farewell from the room, 
Wilfrid looke yearningly, but not hopelessly 
after her retreating figure. 

**My dear, my dear!” he whispers. ‘ The 
day will come when you will love me more than 
all the world beside,” and he goes to acquaint 
Mr. Norman with the result of the foterview 

And in her own chamber Edith stands gs zing 
moodily down at a beautiful bauble, She knows 
now whose love {b was to tell, what message it 
was bo carry; and, with « bitter smile, she tella 
herself he ahall never bave the pleasure of sec- 
Ing her wear it, and locking it away burets {nto 
wild tears—-the ficat and last she will shed for 
many days. Tat teare are vain, and only realg- 
nation will avail anything now. A sullen dis- 
content possesses her, and day by day her pride 
fs intensified, her avoidance of and contempt for 
her lover more marked, His kindness te bud 


| wasted, hie patience irritates her, and she almost 


prays her friends not to accept bis many gifte. 
Her father's affairs are long In reaching 2» eat ia- 
factory conclosion, and Wilfrid works both night 
and day for hla, spends time and money with- 
out thinkl: ¢ he fs dolog anything one could call 
gensrous. Then Mr. Norman's health gradually 
fades, and medical men say he may live many 
years, but will never be capable of work again. 
Wilfrid purchases a pretty suburban house where 


| he tasy end his days in peace, and provides those 


luxuries to which he has so long been accustomed, 

Rhea cannot too highly extol her future 
hrother’s goodaess, and ber psreuts regard him 
in the Nght of a dear son; but Edith stands 
thanklees!y aloof, hating herself and him, re- 
belling against the bonds which fe‘ter ber. 

In Jane they are married, Edith refaalng to 
accept any gifte from her, bridegroom, and 
sppearirg fn church dressed ae elmply as ia con- 
sistent with her station, She goes through the 
ceremony quietly and cormposedly, even enbmilts 
to be kissed by her friends In the vestry ; tenders 
the tips of her fingers to her bridegroom as he 
sealete her Into the carrlege, but when he wouid 
take her in b's srma ehe fisshes upon Lim 
haugbtily. 

" You forget yourself, Mr, Brooka! Embraces 
were not Inclaced In our bargain!” =. 

With a sigh he sioke back amongst the 
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cushiong, attempting no farther caress, scarcely 
even speaking ; and yet she notices with keen 
suger that he ia the gayest at the breakfasb, the 
readiest with laugh and jest, and wonders miser- 
ably what life will be like now she fs tied to this 
man of uo sensibilities or delicacy, 

The honeymoon is epentin an excursion up the 
Rhine, and carried awey by the besuty of the 
acenery Edith sometimes forgeta her pride and 
languor, coudescends to be amused by her young 
husband, occasionally thanks him for his lotle 
kindly attentions, but always he malntatas that 
position to which ehe relegated him, never 
attempts to touch her lips or her hand, eave 
when proffering her such assistance as courtesy 
compela, 

Ata little German town they meet Stephen 
Holroyd and ble wife, He has married the 
beantifal and flippant Lady Millicent Lawes, who 
evinces a gceat and eudden attachment to Edith ; 
and as the latter shows no resentment sgainet 
Holroyd, the four are frequently together, aud 


. eventoally travel to Eogland in company, And 


this is the beginning of all Edith’s woes. 

Wilfrid by no means spproves of the friendahip 
between the brides ; he has heard Lady Millicent 
spoken of freely by young men about town, has 
heard stories of her reckless doings, her mad 
flirtations; but he holds his peace, know!ng that 
to speak to Edith on such a subject would be to 
** bring down vials of wrath on bis head.” 

The seacon, of course, is ended, and arriving 
in England he carries Edith off to the country 
house he has bought and furnished so exquisitely 
for her, It les quitein the heart of Kent, and 
he hopes aud prays that when they are so much 
alone, and so much thrown upon thelr own re- 
sources, she will grow to find him necessary to 
her happiness. 

What is his dismay, however, after a brief 
absence from home, to find Lady Millicent in- 
stalled there as an honoured guest, and bringing 
with her a small crowd of aristocratic friends. 

The house isa perfect Babel, and he wanders 
about disconaolately, scheming vainly for a few 
quiet moments with Edith, Them Rhea comes; 
bai such a changed Rhea that it is positively a 
reilef to Wilfrid to talk to her. Misfortune has 
done for her what prosperity never could ; she is 
softer, more womanly, bas foresworn rouge and 
pearl-powder, and, moreover, she fs happy fn the 
love of a poor but worthy young doctor. 

Sometimes she ventures to remonstrate with 
Edith, to read her Ifttle lectures on wifely love 
and wifely duty, but Edith only laughs fn a 

liber way, and mocks at her preaching. 

So weeks and months pass by, and once more 
the London season begins ; but Wilfrid sees less 
esch day of his young wife, Whilet he fs busy 
in the City she rides in the Row with Lady Milli- 
cant, is seen at this party and that concert, and 
iolke begin to connect their names together, to 
look for one where the otf¥rieseen, Tals does 
nob pleases Wilfrid, and one day, finding Ejith 
alone, he speaks gently to her of this ill-atarred 
friendship. 

She turns her beautifal proud face upon him, 
instiact with anger and haughty surprise that he 
should presume to rebuke her, 

* What objection have you personally to Lady 
Holroyd }’’ she saya, in low distinct tones, 

"You already know,” he answers, quietly. 
*' T consider her an unfit companfon for any dis- 
créet woman ; che fa the toast of half the clubs 
id town, the mort daring married flirt in society, 
and. only her rank protects her from open 
oblequy.” 

“Wave you finishod?”—and oh! the uv- 
governable pride on ber face Is terrible to ses, 
“Do you think {ct manly to thus tradace a 
womant To miscontrne her every word and 
action To substitute fastoess and flppancy 
for candour{ To the pure all things are pure,” 

‘You are wreating the scriptares for your 
ows purposes,” he says, more sternly than he has 
aver befors spoken to her, and you are fully 
aware of it. Edith, befors you were my wife I 
Joved and honoured you with all my heart and 
intellect. Ds not you belleve that when you 
became wholly mine I loved you atill the more, 
honoured you the more {—not 20 much that you 
wore then a part of myself, but because you ware 





you. Dear wife, do not force ms to believe that 
you are legs than I thought you—that you stand 
nob so very far above me fn worth and truth! 
At least let mo hear you say that you have chosen 
this woman ag companion merely from some 
whic, not because you found a congenfal aplrit 
in her?” 

* You are hinting at the old proverb, ‘ Birds of 
a feather flock together’; and haviog spoken so 
{ll of Lady Holroyd, I can only conclude you 
have a ike opinion of me!” 

He ‘looks at her with deepest pain and sur- 
prise, 

“Have {not said I honour you! Edith, are 
you mad that you taunt me so, so openly deaplse 
and loathe msi Have pity on yourself and me! 
Tam only a man—I have borne mach, and my 
patience is woll-algh exhausted |” 

“You threaten mo?” ehe asks, with an upward, 
ecornfal glance, © 

“No, Edith; thank Heaven {+ has not yet 
come to that, But, much as ib grieves me to 
place any restriction, any command upon you, I 
most emphatically tell you this intimacy must 
conse. I will not have my wife's name coupled 
with Lady Helroyd’s, I will not ailow her to 
vislb my home, or pormit my wile to be seen 
with her!" 

She stands erect, facing him haughilly---de- 
fiantly, Alas! alas! that she can be so blind, 
so hard to this good and true man, whose heart 
she does her best to break. 

‘*T refuse to obey. I refuse to discard my 
friends because of your jealousy and absurdity. 
T elect my own compantone; you ‘are perfectly 
free to do the same. Lady Holroyd will still 
appear at this house—at our table, when her 
engegements will allow, Iam proud to be her 
chosen friend }” 

"Then you must have changed terribly!” he 
retorts. ‘“* Edith, how long ere we to live thus ’ 
What fe {) you desire? Say the word only, and 
ff money can purchase fb, {th Is youre, but for 
Heaven’s enke let us live in anity! Wife! wife! 
has all my love been fruftless Will you not give 
mes kind word—a kiss—a hope that better days 
are coming for us t” 

He draws near, but she abrinks back from him 
with a gesture of disdain, : 

"Edith, my life isa burden to me; my days 
and nights are heavy with the knowledge that I 
am nothing—less than nothing—to you, Have I 
not loved you. well, borne with your scorn and 
coldness as few men would? What more would 
you have} What hard thing fs ft I must do to 
win your love? Do you quite hate me? Dear 
heart, I will not beileve this, It ls too cruel—too 
cruel! In all your life you have hurt me, fn 
this one thing give me pleasure! Is it too much 
to ask—tho refuzal of this woman’s friendship 1” 

"It is too mach to ask,” coldly and concleely, 
"Pray consider the matter ended,” and she 
moves to the door almost frightened by the look 
in his eyes, the change on his face, 

He opens the door for her, and without a 
second glance she goes oud and up to the boudoir 
his love bad made so beautifal. 

A small packet is on the table; listlessly she 
removes the wrappers, and opening a brown 
morocco cass sees a pair of glittering bracelets 
fashioned In the manner of the neckleb she had 
received a year ago, 

Tae colour ames high in her face as she drops 
the dainty casket, and for a moment she fs 
faclined to rush down and cast her husband's 
gilt contemptaously before hira ; but she quafle 
when she remembers the look she last saw upon 
hts face, and perhsps, too, the words on the 
elip of paper’ before her touch her all uaknown 
to herself : 

“To my dear wife, with ali the love of all my 
heart.” 

She alts down before the fire and broods over 
her {maginary wrongs ; thrusts the jewels ont of 
sighb as being hatefal to her, and many, many 
sad months pass befors Wilfrid sees them on the 
fair arma, or receives a word of thanks for all his 
thoughtful love and generosity, 

He does not seek her any more, rather avolds 
her ; never addresses her save fn the presence of 
the servants, and she fz piqued more than she Iz 
willing to confess, even to her heart. He is 





courteous always, but she misses the kindly 
smile, the pleasant word with which he had besn 
wond to greet her, all those little observances of 
love with which he had compassed her, and 
which, until they were lost, she did not prize. 

Day after day the breach between them 
widens, until it seems nothing can bridge ib over ; 
day by day Edith’s fatal pride sete him farther 
away frora her, and yet ehe will nob concede a 
point, will not by word or look undo the mlschie/ 
she has wrought, 

One evening there is a terrible scene between 
husband and wife. Returning jaded and weary 
from the City, he fiads Edith entertaining some 
of her friends, chief amongst them being Lady 
Millicent, Jasi a moment he stands in the open 
doorway, regarding her and his wife with gloomy 
eyes and frowning face; then bowing to the 
guests, begs they will excuse him joining them, 
and goes to the library, 

No one will molest bim there—he is safe from 
them all ; free to look his futures In the face, and 
nerve himself to meet the fll that he feels must 
surely come, He takes hislonely meal samonge! his 
books and papers, and triea to shut out the sound 
of merry voices proceeding from the drawing. 
room—to blind himeelf to the beauty of the 
image gazing up at him from the pages of the 
volume before him. 

“Oh! wife, wife, wife!” he maurmare, 
brokenly ; ‘' we might have been so happy, but 
you would not! And the end is nearly coms; 
my patience fz well-nigh exhausted—my patience, 
but never my love !” 

Long he alts lonely, but when the last carriage 
has rolled away from the house he seeks his 
wife. She, hereelf, opens the door of the pretty 
boudole to him, and asks, uncomprisingly,— 

"What do you want? Have you not made 
—— sufficiently unpleasant for one even- 
in ’ 

Without a word he passes her by, and takes 
up his position before the fire. She confronts 
him, pale, proud, resolute. 

“ Edith, how long fs this to continue? Have 
my words no weight with you ?” 

“Nonet" coldly and tersely. ‘‘You knew 
what to expect, yet you felgn surprise!” 

“Tam surprised, and you make it necessary 
for me to resort to harsh measures. From to: 
night the servant who admits Lady Holroyd qill 
forfeit his situation |” 

" You would not dare do this!” she pante, 
“So openly to Insult me—and Lady Holroy?. 
All polite eoclaty would cry shame on you!” 

“Tf that is the case I can dispense with this 
approval of polite acclety. Once for all, Edith, 
I tell you plainly I refuse Lady Holroyd admis- 
sion to the houze! ” 

‘And I refase to be governed by your wishes 
—your commands |” 

“ And yet, Edith,” sadiy, “you promised t& 
love, honour, and obey !” 

" And you knew my worda were idle mockerier. 
There ts no hollaess In such sn unfon as ours.” 

‘*Too true; but, wife, dear wife !—for you 
are most dear to me still, through all, despite of 
all—shonld not my patience and my devoticz 
win a ltle consideration, a Uttle kindliness from 

out” 

° “ You raust have strange ideas of devotion ff 
you consider It a proof of It to deprive me of my 
dearest friend |” 

“Ts she that?” 

veh. es ; 

“Then I have no more toesy. Bab, Altb 
have a cars how you act. You bave tried me 
often, and sorely ; and I have borne with you 
because I love you. Bot I should be less than 5 
man to submit to further indignitles, Bofore {t 
is too late, before you have pulled down your 
house with your own hands, reflecta Hitle. Ay, 
wife! and pray, too, that theruin of my life msy 
nob reat upon your soul I" 

She hears him ont in stony silence, withous & 
movement, @ glance to ehow ahe fs listening ; bat 
when he turns to leave her, she lifts her 242° 
suddenty to his. He is very pale and stern, but 
there Is love in his eyes yet, , 

“Oh ! Edith, Edith { accept before ft fs lost to 
you for ever!” 

“I have never decelved you!” ashe says, 
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ovondiy. “I will not do so now. I will neither 
be nersuaded nor coerced Into aubmisston |” 

Without a word he goss ond, closing the door 
auietly behind him, 





CHAPTER IV, 


Witrrw Is too honourable to play the spy vpon 
his wife’s actions, so if she receives Lady Holroyd 
dariog hie absence, and in defiance of his ex- 
pressed corarnands, he does nob know; and the 
time paesea slowly and heavily with him, the 
breach between husband and wife widens, and 
they are very rarely asen together, 

Folks comment wpon this; and Rhea, now 
married and happy, reasons with Edith, entreats 
her, with tears fo her eyes, to be reconciled to 
Wilfrid whilsh she may. Bob Wdlth fe reckless 
and obstinate, grows angry with her sister, and 
announces her intention of pursuing her present 
Nne of conduct ad any cost. 

So June comes. And one evening she dresses 
for a ball, chooaing her richest crnaments, her 
prettlest toflet ; sud her mofd fs earsptcred with 
the success of thelr united efforte, Tall and 
oueenly, with jewels In her hafr, and about the 
soft, white throat, that pleased look fn her deep 
blue eyes, the falnt smile hoverlug about her 
nouth, she looks a wife sny man would be proud 
jo call hisown. A carriage rolls up to the door ; 
end Edith, taking up her fan and gloves, rvos 
down to meet Lady Millicent. 

‘What oe dreadful creature you are!” erles 
the latter, following her into a reception-room. 
“And what an unsconsclonable timo you have 
spent over your toilet. We are terribly late 
now. Please to hurry,” and she plrouettes before 
a pler-giaas. 

Shall I do! Is my hatr all right! My maid 
ig auch an fdlob! I shall have to gat rid of her. 
Pray make haste, or that amfable bear, your lord 
and master, will find ma here; and there will 
be a charming marital scene. Are you ready }” 

“Yeu; are you afrald for your horses! I do 
believe, Milllcemt, you value them more highly 
than your friends,” 

“Of course ldo, Tiey are leas easy to obtain 
than what you are pleased to call frienda.” 

And she eweeps ont of the room. The hall 
door le open, the horses impatiently pawing the 
ground, and ® mou is impatiently ascending the 
abeps, 

Edith grows cold and sick ; even Lady Milli- 
cent Isa ttle nervous, as, without any change 
iz face or manner, he comes forward, and 
be wing to her passee ov, never glancing at his 
wife, 

‘You must prepare for an outbreak,” says 
Lady Millicent, laughingly, seatiog herself com- 
fortably in the carrisge. ‘'I really don't envy 
you, Faith, I would rather call Stephen has- 
band (with al) his whims and stupidity) than my 
lord Wilfrid, You should really manage him 
petter.’* 

Edith flushes, buf mskes no answer, noleas the 
resolute expression in her eyes can be called one; 
and adroftiy turning the convereation {nto other 
channels, she talke gally enough until they reach 
the crowded ballroom. Taere she strives to 
forged husband and home, to stifle the small 
voices pleading so earnestly, rebuking her so faith- 
ialy; but, thank Heaven! she Is not yet dead 
to {te trathfal accents ; there fs hope for her yet. 

ae long, long evening wears to an end, and 
prejudiced as she is In Lady Millicent’s favour, 
even Hilth Is compelled to admit her conduct 
aas nob beem all one could desire in a wile. 
Distressed, heavy-hearted, at war with herself, 
eke ag leave of her hostess and is driven home- 
wards, 

Lady Milifcent Ys allent through sheer fatigue, 
and scarcely speaks a word throughout the drive, 
and when she deposite her at ber own door kisses 
her a sleepy good-night. 

_, Lo fe morning rather; the first faint streak of 
‘got imparte @ melancholy look to the equare ; 
we first falnt pipe of half-awakened birds makes 
ber ‘adhe pond still, sweet alr, Edith shtvers, 
et Craw wraps closer, up the steps, 
The door ts opened by the oo ‘ Z 





"Where are Charles and Heury t”’ she asks, | 


with » faint thrili of fear in her voice, 

‘* My master has sent them away, ma’am,” 

Her weary face flashes, sad an angry ilght 
comes into her eyes, 

‘Where le your master |” 

‘*Tn bis room, ma'am,” 

“ Very well; send Lottie to me, I will watt 
hers,” 

A moment ister her tired maid comes slowly 
downstairs, looking sleepy snd crose. 

“Pat on your hat and cloak, and come with 
me, Lottie,” 

The girl is too well-trafned to show her sur- 
prise, and toils upstairs again wearily, Edlth 
stands with cold face and down-dropped eyes 
waltiog her return, and the page watches her 
covertly, with fear and wonder, Lottle aoon re- 
appears, and turning te the boy Edith says oulte 
quietly and firmly, 

‘Tell your master I have gone to Tiady 
Holroyd.” Thea she and Lottle are ont in the 
aumamer morning, with the serene sky above 
them, and the quiet world around, 

Lottie trembles av she looks ab her mistress’s 
face, and ventures at last to ley her hand entread- 
ingly upon her arm. 

"Ob, mistress! dear wistrees! go back— 
please go back, as you value your happiness |” 

Impatieutly the other shakes her off. 

“I would dfe sooner,”’ ehe says, ina hard tone. 
" Piease to say no more ;” and in silence they 
reach Stephen Holroyd’sahome. 10 is long before 
they can gain admiesfon ; and remembering that 
Stephen was once ber lover, Edith is half. 
tempted to take Lotitle’s advice ; bub before she 
can act upon this new resolve a servant appears, 
and at her request rouses ' my lady.” 

Millicent was fast falling asleep when Edith’s 
message was carried to her, and she comes down 
cross and Impatient, 

“What on earth have you done, Edith? 
You had far better go home before the white 
Czar finds out your little escapade,” was her 
greeting. 

“shall neyer go back; and if you will not 
take me in I must waik about until my father’s 
house is open,” 

"Of course I'l! take you in,” still more nn- 
graciously ; “‘ but you’ve done a mad thing, and 
I don’t care to be mixed up in the affair. Why 
need you quarrel }” 

“We have not quarrelled. I have not esen Mr, 
Brooks; but he has discharged two servants 
solely because they admitted you.” 

“The dear, amfable creature! Well, send 
your maid awsy and come apatairs, You can 
occupy my boudoir, and in the morning we will 
seo what can bedone, By the way, it is morning 
now, and I am /ss tired ae the proverbial dog. 
You may tell Mr. Brooke, Lotife, that your 
miletress fe in good keeping,” and saying thir, she 
precedes her guest upstairs. 

‘* This fs very foolish, Edith,” she cays, closing 
the door behind her, ‘and I’m sare Stephen 
will disspprove your conduct. I am the last 
person in the world to whom you should have 
come,” 

“IT begin to belleve that,” Edith says, 
bitterly ; bub the other doee nob read her 
meaning 

"You should have gone to Mre, Norman f/ 
nothing but running from home would serve 
your turn ; there'll be no end of scandal to-mor- 
row! Bat I don’t wish to play Job’s comforter, 
and eo will leave you to alerp if you can, Is 
there anything you require} ” 

“No, thank you!” and being slone, she 
flings ont her arme with a gesture of despair. 

This, then, ie the woman for whom sho hae 
defied her husband, for whom she hae abandoned 
her home. Tiere fs no golpg back now, and 
ahe fears to meet her own frienda, the reproaches 
of mother and father, the dismay in Rhea’s pretty 
eyes. 

She cannot sleep, her brain is throbbing, her 
heart fs heavy with nndefined fears, but her 
spirit ia unbroken yet. She will nob confess, 
even to herself, that she has tranegreased, she fs 
the guilty one ; that often when Wilfrid strove 
to bridge over the awfal chasm between them ehe 
would not, 
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Broader and broader grows the band of ight 


| Plercing her chamber ; a fresh breezs eprings uy 
and wafts the ecent of many flowers towards her 


and then the faint stir of Mfe begins ; the ‘' far 
ham cf moving wheels and multitudes setir,” 
and with a groan, she lifts herself from her 
luxarfous couch, A miikboy passes below, ting: 
ing, nob unmelodiously, “say a kind word when 
you cap,” and ehe presses her hands to her arr 
in an agony of pain and shame, 

Below, the servants are movivg briskly abont. 
Soon she must meed bobh hos$ and hostess, and 
she dare nob resent thefr most plainly spoken 
words-—-she deserves thera all, Very much later 
Millicent joins her, looking somewhat jaded 

‘§ Have you rested well?’’ ahe acke, 

"No; I have not closed my eye: 
down to breakfast?” 

“Tote not mecessary,” with a giance at t 
tumbled hail-dress; “indeed, I think you had 
beat remain here, I will send up your break 
fast.” 

"Y want nothing out s cup of coffee, Millicent, 
ia there no message for me?” 

“Not yet. Why don’k you pluck up coursge 
and go home? Wr. Brooks would weicome yor 
like & lost aheep ; he worships your very choer.” 

Bat slas | for Edith, her pride le yet unbroken. 

T shall go to my father, Will you spare mo 


Maat I go 


| the carrlage, Millicent ?” 


© Certainly 1” with greater alacrity in speed- 
ing than she had shown fo welcoming her guest, 

“You cannot do batter; that le {f you persist 
fn keeping aloof from your husband. I will 
order {i for eleven, You will bs ready to start 
by that time,” 

“Or before!” with thab dull ache ai her 
heart ever Increasing ; and Millicant trips away 
to be seen no more until Edith le equipped for 
her short journey. 

" Good-bye, dear! let me hear irom you soon, 
I shall be il] with anzlety until I know how 
matters are settled. Convey my kindesd regards 
to mamma and paps Norman, aud pray exouse 
Stephen's non-appearance ; he is not very well.” 

Poor unbappy Eifth! Ae she drives towards 
the home Wilirid’s generosity has provided for 
her parents, she shivers with fear lest here, too, 
ehe may be met with coldness and rebuke, Bap 
there fa small need of fear—at least, so far as Me. 
Norman is concerned, He meets her fn the 
little hall, takea her in his arms and calle her bia 
poor, miserable child, kisses her tenderly, and 
reproaches himself for accepting the sacrifice of 
her whole life. Her mother, it is trae, weeps 
and laments over her, caillng ber an ungrateful 
and wicked woman, and declariug her heart is 
broken, 

Later on Rhea comes-—-Rhesa who {s 20 happy 
ina good man’s love that she finds no harsh 
words to say to this erring sister ; but gathering 
her close eobs out,-—- 

* Edith, Edith! we were all wrong—al!l wrong, 
you poor child! We forced you into this mar- 
tlage; we hoped you would learn to love him, 
becanee he is generous acd noble, Dear, won’t 
you go to bim aud pray for his pardon. In 
time love will come—and he will forgive——” 

“I do not ask or wish his forgiveness,” and 
pride teaches hor to Ife bolé-y. 

Rhea regards ber mournfully, 

* Edith, you are atoring up sorrow for your- 
self,” she says, eadly, ‘‘}'or your own sake put 
aside your pride, Dear, I do got speak {n harsh- 
ness, but I cannot blind mynelf to the fscb that 
you, and you alone, are to blame for this moat 
aunbappy estrangement.” 

“You have learned wisdom, Rhes—the 
world’s wiedom,’’ Edith retorts, very bitterly. 
‘'Now Iam unfortunate every one has a 
Heance to insult me with reproach and advice, 
Yon remind me of some words J read nob lon 
aluce :—~> 

The ways of Heaven are righteous, 
So kick him—he ts down. 


Mach later in the day her father bringe her 
a letter from Wiifrid, to whom he has written 
concerning his daughter's place of refoge. She 
carrlos It up to the room she now calle her own, 
and reads it by the fast-waning light,— 
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“You will see for yourself that we can no 
longer susta{n the forced relatlonsh{p which has 


done duty for marital love and faith. It fs 
better we should heuceforth live as strangers. 
Oar marrlage was an utter mistake, as I have 
long realised ; but let the blame of our separa- 
tlon rest with me. Ib fs still my pride and my 
deatre to keep your name unspotted; for the 
rest I sorely regret, end pray your forgiveness 
that I urged you to auch a fata) step as union 
with me, Bat I slocerely believed that I could 
win your love ; I did not know the of 
failure. I shall not trouble yon again; I 
we shall never meet. Rest assured that I will 
most carefally abstala from visitiog your favour- 
ite haunte, I say nothing to you of my palo; it 
{s best 53. I ehall school myeelf to forgetfulness, 
even as you will do, bud the chief sorrow of my 
Mfe will be that I caunot set you free. To- 
morrow my solfcitor will walt upon you and 
make such arrangements as are for 
your happiness and comfort. Toe last favour 
I shall ever ask of you fs that you accept such an 
» annulty as is suitable to your position. I would 

very much prefer that th{s letter should end sll 
correspondence between us, belfeving that utter 
aflence {s the best thicg left us, 

“ Witrrm.” 


Tals fe all, She bas cut herself adrifh from 
him ; she stands alone fo the world, and yet his 
love follows her still, and his generos!ty provides 
for every want. 

And now, when It ie too late, her tears fall 
fast, and a tardy (and as yet feeble) love springs 
ap into her heart; but for her pride, and the 
fear of repuleion, she would go to him, pray his 
forgtveness, and beg him to take her back {nto 
his affection and esteem, would even count her- 
eelf fortunate to minister to him. 

Tae long night weara out In sleepless agony ; 
oue by one memories of his goodaoess, his loving 
thoughtfulness, come crowding back upon her, 
vutil she sob: out :— ‘ 

“T bave done wrong! Ihave donewrong! 1 
would undo the evil if I could |” 

The next day Mr. Graves, the solictor, presents 
himeelf, armed with some very legal. looking 
documenta. Pale and weak with her long vigll, 
Eilth goes down to meet him, 

He regards her with unfavourable eyes, know- 
ing well what course of conduct she has purened 
towards his client from her very marriage day, 
aad Wilfrid has always been a special favourite 
with him. In cold, precise tones be delivers his 
message, acquainte her with the arrangements 
Wiltrid has made to secure her comfort, She fs 
te live where she pleases so long as ake provides 
herself with a suitable companion ; she Is free to 
come and go at her own will, and should the 
astblements he has made prove uneatisfactory or 
tnevfiicient, she fs to notify Mr. Graves to that 
effect, 

As she Hetens the blood mounts to her face, 
her bosom heaves, and uuwonted tears spring to 
her eyes, 

"Mr. Graves! I—I cannot accept so much 
where I have giveu so little.” 

**My client has a regard for your poaltion, 
madam; and, despite my diesuasions, Inslsted 
on making this generous settlement. I myeelf, 
consider i» much too large ander the cireum- 
stances.” 

She wincee under his words and tone; bot 
siks, almost humbly, “Will you carry Mr 
Brooks @ message from me!" 

“You must pardon me ff I refase, He dle- 
tluctly sald, ‘Tell Mrs, B-ooks that from this 
day until the day of my death I wish to remain 
in ignorance of her life and dologs; that I 


naterly refuse to recefve any letter or mossage | 


she may send ;*” and he leaves her, stunned and 
most miserable. ? 


CHAPTER V. 


Morn than a year passes, and in all those 
weary months Edith haa nob once met her 
husband ; bat she hears of hima frequently, and 
aiweys fn terma of praise. Riches and honour 
come to him. Men delight to do him homage, 





epeak of him “as a very good fellow, one who 
aiwaye ls ready to give a poor beggar a helping 
hand, and he deserves his luck, by Jove!” 

Poor, proud Edith! No one can tell how 
bitterly she deplores the past-—how often ehe 
lies wakeful at night, praying Heaven to show 
her some way by which ehe may win back the 
love she had so much despleed, so angrily 
rejected. How sorely she misses his tender yet 
manly attentions, his admiration and devotion ! 
For 1b has come to this—having lost bim, she 
loves him and can have no joy fn life that ts not 
shared by him, The knowledge of her passion 
comes to her very slowly, and not uatil she has 
proved all her so-called friends falee, and finds 
herssif condemned of all. Even Lady Millicent 
had held aloof, which was certainly the best thing 
she conld do, as not long after Edith’s mad flight 
from her husband she eloped with a captain in 
the Hassars, leaving Edith to acknowledge 
Wilfrid had been wiser than she, 

She has taken » house quite removed from 
town or ite suburbs, and thither ber parente have 
removed with her. Rhea visite them daily, but 
Edith knows that she fs but » minor considera- 
tion now, that her elster’s babies and husband 
fillap her heart, and that even her father bolds 
her blameworthy. Once she ventured to send a 
message to Wilfrid, but whether he ever received 
fo or n0, she could not tell, ae no reply reached 
her. 

The beanty of which he bad been so proud 
is dimmed now with sorrow and tears; the con- 
tour of cheek and chin sharper than {b used to 
be, than it should be ; the old pride and fire of 
her eyes for ever gone, Bat why should she 
weep the decrease of her fairness, seeing he does 
not fiud her fair. 

He still occuples the house to which he had 
taken her as « bride, and she learns that au aunt 
and cousin (the latter the Eally of whom he 
had spoken) govern {t for him, ars his dally 
companions. Ab! how she envies them! Once 
or twice she had stolen to the square after dark, 
and vainly endeavoured to catch a passing 
giimpee of him, aud she returns wearily to her 
home, She ts like the Pari longingly looking 
upon the Paradise which once was hers, but 
which she dare not hope ever to enter again. 

So the months pasa by in sorrow and regret, 
more crue] than death, and ff she sinned sorely, 
abe is punished in proportion. One day Mr. 
Norman, who has grown very feeble, proposes a 
trip to Greenwich, and Edith, glad of anything 
to break the monotony, readily consents. Rhea 
and her husband are of the party, and all bat 
Edith are in high spirite. Even she takes 
pleasure in the beauty of the day, the surround- 
fog scenery, and does her best not to damp the 
spirits of her companfons. 

Toey dine at an old-fashioned house, which 
boasts a balcony and large picturesque grounds, 
and all do ample justice to the generous fare 
before them. There isa plano fn the room, and 
Elith plays accompaniments to Fihea’s songs, 
and eoft snatches of dreamy melodies, mostly in 
minor keys, 80 that the time fies with tncredible 
swiftness, and Rhea suddenly exciafms {t ls grow- 
{ng dusk, and prepares to dress, betyg anxious 
about her babies. 

From time to time the sounds of laughter and 
merriment have reached them from au adjolafog 
room, and Mr, Norman has expressed his bellef 
that “some gay young sparke are having some 
rare good fan,” when, enddenly, Edith stands 
arrested by a voice which sends the blood to her 
heart, makes her elck and falnt with passion and 

alc. > 

*'Come out on the balcony, you fellows,” ft 
gays, and Rhea casts o startled glance at the 
pale, desperate woman before her. 

It is Wilfrid! Come away, dear Edith, A 
meeting between you can be productive of 
nothing but pain,” 

“No, no; I cannot go, Let me stay and plead 
my cause. I must see him, speak to him-—per- 
haps this fe my only chance.” 

"Tt is getting late,” urges Rhea, in great fear 
of a scene, ‘and he fs not alone.” 





‘Go home If you wish. I shall stay here, 
Oh! have patience with me ; lob me pub my fate 





to the test, and tf—if he cannot forgive me [ 
will go back with you and trouble him no more,’ 

Aad such Is her insistence that they feel con 
strained to gield. 

Then comes the sound of footsteps on ths 
balcony, and a general arranging of chairs, and 
this belug satlafactorily concluded one 
says, — 

“Now, Brooks, give as a song! It ls myturo 
to cail for one.’’, 

She bad scaresly known he could sing, ao littis 
had she Interested herself In him, and ft goes to 
ber heart with a pang that she must have ma 
his tife as -wretched ee her own now Is, 

Apparently Wilfrid has uo objection to the 
proposal, for a moment later # mellow, tenor 
voice trolls out,— 


man 


Did you ever trust a friend 
And when chsated trast him more? 
Ever seek to gain your end 
Koockiag at a rich man’s door? 
Do you trust your Doris fair 
When her tale of love she tells? 
You deserve the cap you weer, 
Jingle, jangle, shake your bells! 


“Too bad! too bad!” cries a fresh, young 
voice, “ Give us somethiag less misanthrop!:ai 


leas—leee——- 

“Toonoclastic,” laughs another. ‘** You're 
right, Trouton, let’s have no more ‘of idle 
sorrow’ or denanclations of our race, We should 
Uke ‘Polly.’ There's a trae ring and a whole- 
gome tone fn that.” 

** Aa you like,” responds Wilfrid, indifferently, 
and gives the reuioel song. 

Edith still stands, her bande resting on the 
back of a chair a thongh bo steady herself. 

“I cannot bear this,” she says at last, io » 
hoarse whisper, ‘'{t will drive me mad |” 

“Come away,” says Mrs. Norman, placking 
her sleeve uervously, but she fs beside herself. 

**No, no; send word to bim that someone 
wishes to see him, fs waiting just by the pond. 
Mention no name, do not even let him know you 
are here, Tell him {ft is a matter of life and 
death, as Heaven knows it is! Iam there 
now, I will walt—with what patience what 
hope I can,” and she glides out of the room, 
and soon Rhea sees the glimmering of her dress 
among the trees and shrubs. 

The poor, wretched, erring wife steals down 
to the quiet water, where the lilles gleam white 
through the summer twilight, and sinking into » 
gardea-seat waits for the husband whose worth 
at last she knows, 

It seems ages have passed before she hears his 
quick, firm tread, and then she fs sefzed with 
such a trembling from head to foot, such 5 
sudden, fearful faintness, that she half believes 
death Is coming to her In this hour, 

She pute up her poor, wasted hands to screen 
her face, so wan and wasted too, and valaly 
struggles to find some word of entreaty, some 
petition that may move his heart. 

He fs so far from expecting to meet his wits 
that he stands confused and uncertain a moment 
when he sees the form of a woman dimly ou}- 
lined ; then he asks in the old, kind voloe, the old 
kind maaner,-— 

“ Have I made a mistake, or are you the lady 
who sent to me just now requesting an fnter- 
view }” 

Slowly she takes heart of grace, slowly she 
allows her hands to fall from her face, and rising 
with av effort, says only one word,— 

© Wiltrid |’ 

But that word fs sufficient; all the kindness 
goes from his eyes, his lips are seb in a hard tine, 
and he makes a gesture of repulsion. 

But she vo & little nearer. 

“ Witrid! husband! Let me speak; my 
heart will break If I keep silence any longer, ©; 
forgive me! ob, forgive me! Your anger breaks 
me down, I was proud once, but am 20 no more. 
I dared to despise you— I who am not fit to be 
your servant; but now, oh! Heaven, 2oW. 


Wilfrid! Wilfrid! I love you,” and her voice 
has risen almost to a shriek. 

He listens with brooding eyes, aud astern face 
and when she ceases says, coldly.— 

‘(This interview can only be painful to us 





both. You ware Ull-advised to seek it, 
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could be sald between us was sald long ago, and 
l expressly etated my wieh never to see you or 
hear of you sgain,” 

“I know, I know!” hor hands preseed bard 
upon her breast, “but I cannot bear my life 
spart from you Frora the hour I left my home 
.-onr home-—Wiltrid, I began to learn how great 
had been my ain, I began to honour and to love 
you. Ido not deserve that you should believe 
me--ehow me mercy, and yet—yet if you would, 
I would thank Heaven on my knees, Take mo 
pack again; try me, prove me, i will beas the 
veriest slave under your feet,” 

‘When we parted it was for ever, I rencuuced 
all joy or hope of joy. I was henceforth a ' ely 
map, without wife or child, I have no desire to 
renew the old op ry the old desperate strife. 
G» your way, as. go mine, i have bidden you 

-bye for ever |” 

‘*'No! no! no!” she shriekr, casting herself at 
hie feet and grovelling there. ‘‘I deserve 
nothing but harshness, but you were always good 
and kind, always merciful, and I will not—I 
dare not belleve that you are changed——-” 

“Tf I am changed,” he Interrupts, harshly, 
the fault fe yours,’ 

‘‘Mine! yes, mine!” On my kness I confess 
it, But I repent, and repentance calls for 
forgiveness. My days and nights are horrible 
with the remembrance of my sin, Save me from 
madness, Heap reproaches upon me, spare me 
no pang I ever inflicted upon you. Try me early 
and late, and I will mot complain (how dare I?) 
if you will but recelve me back again.” 

The gloom on his face deepens, his eyes, stern 
and distrustful, look mood!ly down upon her. 

‘You have been long learning your need of 
me,” he says, harshly, and would leave her, but 
she winds her arms about him, and lies thas with 
her face bowed to the ground. 

** Oh, yes I long, long tn conquering my pride, 
but lam meek now, I will be humble as a little 
cufid, faithful and loyal,” and her voice dies out 
in a tearless sob, 

"Since when have you learned your great 
need of me?’ he mocks. "Since when hae my 
love grown desirable? Have you but lately heard 
of my anparalleled prosperity—-of the riches and 
honour which have come to me unsought! Is 
there anything to envy in the lod you once elected 
to share }” 

" Ob, crael, cruel!” she cries; ‘and yet I de- 
seve the worst that you can say. Wilfrid, you 
have ample cause for doubt! I—even I—feel 
you cannot truet me without trial; bat your 
—" your mercy, will grant me that 
trial)’ 

“No,” he answers, sternly and declaively. 
"You chose your path once and for all; you 
elected your present life with your eyes open to 
the truth, and we parted for ali time, Nothing 
can bring back the past—nothing restore my faith 
and mylove. All pleading fs useless. You tried 
roe often, and as often I forgave you, loving you, 
honouring you still, hoping always that my for- 
bearance would win you to mein the end, And 
what was my reward? I saw myself esteemed 
lower than a wanton woman—despleed, defied, 
good for notbiag save to supply you with those 
laxurles habit made necessary to you. Finally, 
I found myself deserted, and in that hour's 
supreme augulsh (for I loved you then, madam) 
T swore never to see your face or hear your voice 
again of my own free will. Aud I mean to keep 
my word ! ” 

A "Bat, oh!” she cries, in keenest anguish and 
cespalr, ‘say only you forgtve me !"” 

‘I cansot. I never shall forgive the blow 
which made me what I ara—the heartless deed 
which spoilt my life—enblttered heart and brain, 
Ave you anewered ?”’ 

She does nob reply, only crouches there Inert 
aod helpless, incapable of apeech or cries, and like 
one in a nightmare she hears his fast-vetreating 
steps, feels that she Is alone for evermore, and 
roows that with her own hands she has wrought 
thls rao, 

Along time after Rhea finds her cold with 
angulsh and dread, and draws her gently back to 
the house, wondering the while that ahe sheds no 
tear; and looking into the beautiful blue eyes, 
concludes sadly, —- 





“The eyes that cannat weep are the saddest 
eyes of all.” 


CHAPTER VI. 


Ir le now the close of January, and Edith alte 
alone in her favourite room, so changed from the 
old Edith that an acquaintance may well be 
pardoned if he or she does uot recogniee her. 

Wan and wasted, with great circles beneath her 
hollow eyes, all the pretty plumpness gone from 
her figure, and all the pride from ‘er mien, 





by either throughout the journey. Once or 
twice Mr, Norman glances at his daughter, but 
the only sign of agitation she shows is in the 
nervous clasping and unciesping of ber hands. 
At last the honee is reached, and Edith rings for 
admission ; a eervant she does uot kuow opens 
the door to her, and, in answer to her request to 
ae Mr. Brooke, saye,— 

“ He is dangerously fli, ma’azo, and no vialtors 
are allowed,” 

She gives him her card, 

* Pieaze take this to your misiresy. it is im- 
perative I should see ber," sand, to the man’s 


It is the fashion to scoff at broken hearts; but | astonishment, she precedes him to » reception- 


none the Jews Edith’s heart ts slowly breaking, 
her life slowly wasting with her corsuming 
sorrow and remorse. 

Never since that terrible night in the garden 
has she seen Wilfrid, although she has heard 
couch of his doings through the medium of papers 
or mutual acquaintances, and she knows him now 
as he is, realises all the manly strength and 
nobility of the man who had borne so mach pain 
from her hands so patiently and long—the 
man whose better nature she has done her utmost 


kill. 

**T shall not trouble him or anyone long,” she 
thinks, desolately ; ‘and when I am dead be can 
marry some better woman than I—and be happy. 
Perhaps he will marry his cousin, and forget that 
be ever loved mo,” and the slow tears fall down 
the wasted cheeks, 

She puts up her hand wearily, and brashes 
them aside, 

“I am so young still to be so unhappy, but I 
deserve {it all! I deserve it all! I would not 
Hsten to his warnings or entreaties ; there Is 
small wonder he hates me!” 

* Edith,’ says a volce in the doorway, “are 
you buty-——too busy to read the paper to me? 
My eyesight falls me daily.” 

She turre her head. 

“Come In, father; Iam not busy ad all, but 
was just wishing for something to do, Is there 


anything of im in to-day’s ?”’ 

“ Your oar aan yes; there has been a 
terrible accident on the Underground Rafl ; ever 
so many killed and injured, I should like to 
hear the particulars,” . 

Edith dislikes reading euch catastrophes, bub 
does not ssy so, and Mr, Norman, taking » seat 
by the fire, bids her begin. 

Io is the old, old story ; something wrong with 
the slgnals; a collision, with all its attendant 
horrors; men and women and little children 
lying cold and still, or shrieking with agony. 
Edith {s sick and faint as she reade, but endeav- 
ours to hide her emotion, and gives her father the 
list of the dead, and then of thove who are Injared. 
Saddenly she atcps short, her eyes grow wild, 
her face terrible with horror, and falilng forward, 
she moans, — 

"Oh! Heaven] my husband! Wilfrid! 
Wilfrid ! my darling, my darling!” 

Startled and afraid, Mr. Norman touches her. 

" Edith, pray be calm! ‘Tell me what it fe— 
what has happened ?” 

“ He fs tojared serlously.” she aay#, speaking 
fo a dull, cold volce. “They ssy there are 
scarcely any hopes entertained of bis recovery. 
Oh! Heaven is very cruel to me!" Then she 
starts up. “Father, I must go to him ; they 
will not send me away now. They will piry me 
when they eee how changed and broken I am; 
wher they learn I have come to my senses nb 
last—and love him— love him-—-more than all the 
world, You will take me, dear ; yon will plead 
for me—you will win my cane for me!” and 
ehe catches his arm fp an almost ‘al grasp, 
barns into his eyes with hers so wild and sad. 

“Twill go with you, dear, but I am afraid 
you won't be allowed to enter. You must pre- 
pare for a repulee, There—there, child, don’t 
break down now! If they admit you, you will 
need all your strength t> nurse your husband. 
Courage, my dear, courage.” 

His words have the desired effect. She nerves 
herself for the coming trial ; dresses hastily and 
quietly, and though she trembles violently shede 
no tears, makes no moan, and in a very short 
time they are driving towarde the house where 
once she reigned supreme, Noda word fs spoken 





room, where she walte for Mra, Brooks’ coming 

Presently she hears a light step and the rnatle 
of a woman’s gown, and lifting her veil looks 
nervously at Wilfrid’s aunt. She sees a homely, 
honest face, usually kind, but now very stern 
and condemning, and before she can speak the 
other says,—- 

“ You will please not detain me long, as ft te 
my turn to relleve the nuree, You have heard 
of—ot Mr. Brooke’s terrible accident ’’* 

“Yeo; andI have come to nurse him, madam 
you think hard things of me, and I dare not say 
they are fake. I have been @ bad wife, bat— 
but I come to you a penitent. I have learned at 
Inst to love him, My heart fs bresking with [ts 
welght of woe.. Ob! as you are o kind and good 
woman, show me some mercy—do nob send me 
away!” 

Mrs, Brooks regords her keenly 


(Continued on page 448 ) 








CLIFFE COURT. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV, 


Tue storm increased in violence as the night 
wore on; and Hsther Grant, who was pecullarly 
Hable to atmospheric Influences, found {b quite 
impossibie to sleep, Every now and then the 
darkness was ilinroinated by vivid flashes of 
lightning, which filled the room with blue flame, 
and were followed by long, low peale of thunder, 
like the growling of a wild beast close at hand, 
Unfortunately thie room had two windows, the 
one facing the quarter from whence the etorm 
ssemed to proceed ; snd at last Eether, almost 
blinded by the glare, got up, determined to spend 
the rest of the night in an unoccupied bedroom 
on the other slde of the passage. 

She put on a pair of alippers, and wrapped a 
waterproof round her, and then went ont into 
the passage ; but instead of going to the other 
chamber she paused in alarmed doubt, for cross- 
Ing the end of the corridor was tho white robed 
form of a woman, her face lighted up by the 
rays of a candle she carried in her hand, and 
her hair falling fp a black clond abouw her 
shouldere, 

There is littie doubt that the witness of this 
nocburnal apparition would have been extremely 
terrified had there nob been something familiar 
to her in the form and features which suggested 
an idea that removed her fear, Sho lost no time 
in running lightly to the end‘of the passage, and 
then saw that the White Lady wae on fn advance 
making her way towards that part of the house 
callen the “ haunted wing.” 

Eether Grant had nob gone throngh her 
Australlan experiences for nothing. Out there, 
in the wild “bush” regions, courage and wit 
had often been called into action, and she had 
always held herself prepared for an emergency — 
indeed, if this had not been ao, she would bar diy 
have got on as well as sbe had done. 

No thovght of making an alarm and rousing 
the household struck her--if it had she would 
have Instantly dismissed it, for it would have 
entirely defeated the purpose she had in view. 

** After all, ghosb or uo ghost, I shall not be 
hurt,” she #oltloquised, ae she crept stealthily 
after the figure in advance, “‘and perhaps I may 
fathom the mystery of the 'White Lady of 
Cliffe’ whom I have heard Mrs, Belton talk 
about.” 
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Ghosts, as a rule, despise such mundane ways 
of getting through a door as unlocking it with a 
key that hangs from a chain-at their wrists; 
but this one did not, for she proceeded 
methodically, and having opsued the door, 
passed through, leaving ip asjer, eo that the 
watcher had no difficulty in following. Oa she 
went through the gallery, where the wind was 
lifting the faded splendqur of the tapestry, and 
rabbling the ivy leaves against the mallioned 
windows with a sound like the tapping of ghostly 
fingers, The rate, frightened at the light, 
scattered away behind the walnscot, wheucs 
came the nolse of falling: plaster that they dis- 
turbed In their passage, 

Ih wae an eerfe sort of place, and iron-nerveJ 
as Esther Grant had always thought herself, she 
could not repress a shudder as she trod the dusty 
boards, where the footsteps of her predecessor 
had already lefh a track. At last they came to 
s door with a large red cross painted upon it, 
and this was also unlocked. Ib gave access to a 
rather small room, of aucient shape and architec- 
bure, and furnished in a curlously enmbrous 
fashion. In one corner was a carved oak cup- 
board, covered with grotesque masks, and reach- 
ing from floor to ceiling, aud it wae towards this 
thst the ‘' White Lady,” after having pat her 
candleztick down, at once made her way, 

Esther Grant stood a little on one aside, and 
gazed forward, so as to obtain a better view of 
her face. 

“Aa I thought!’ she muttered below her 
breath. “Ip was Lady Da Roubaix, and she is 
walking in her sleep.” 

Yea, ft was Ciarice, who, unknown to herself, 
was &® somoambulfst, and who, as will be readily 
guessed, was the apparition seen by Arline and 
the butler, and mistaken for the “ White Lady.” 
As will be remembere?, she had accompanied her 
uncle to the haunted wing, and heard him repeat 
the tragic story of her sncestress, the Lady 
Hildred, which bad made a great impression on 
her, and had no doubt influenced her fa her 
dreams, and induced her to revisit the spot pointed 
ond to her as that on which the fll-atarred lover 
had breathed his last. 

Esther Grant had before this been brought 
fate contact with somuambuliste, and knew the 
danger of awakening them while in that condi- 
tion ; she was therefore extremely careful nob to 
make the lightest nolse, aluhough she kept as 
close as possible to Lady Da Roubalx’s alde, and 
watched her very intently, 

Giarics carefully opened the cupboard, thus 
dleclosing rows of abelves divided lato small com- 
partments, ons of which was closed bya tiny door. 
This she drew ov, and then took from the inside 
two papers, at the sight of which Esther Grant 
ubtersd an eager exclamation, which was for- 
tunately anheard, 

Tae Countess smoothed out the documents, 
and, ee ib aeemed, read them over ; then appar- 
ently eatiefied with the result of her survey, re- 
placed them fa their former posltlon, and closed 
the cupboard, after which she took up the candle, 
aod went out in the ssms galet, gliding way as 
she had entered, 

Rather did not follow ber this time, Even 
with the hasty glance that had been allowed her 
eha had recognised the documents as the certifi- 
cates she had crossed oceans to deliver to their 
rightful owner, and directly she saw them she 
made up ber mind that she would not depart with- 
out obtalning poszeasion of them. 

To was easy enough to trace the thread of 
reasoning that had indaced Clarice to deposit 
them there. She had gone to bed with the 
thought of them, and where she should keep them 
uppermost in her miad, and in her sleep the idea 
of the room ahe had visited had suggested {tself 
a2 a cafe biding-place, and she had immediately 
acted upon it—qulte oblivious in her woking 
momente of what she had done, 

Eaather waited until she had had thme to get 
well out of earshot, then struck a match on the 
box which, fortunately, she had provided her- 
self with before leaving her own chamber, and 
by its light opened the cupboard, and took 
from tb the certificates, which she placed {n her 
bosom, 

Thank Heaven, I have found them!” she 





routtered aloud. ‘I will take care they are not 
lost a second time,” 

She struck another match and went to the door, 
which she pushed, bat which reeisted al! her 
efforts to open, and then the conviction flashed 
upon her that she waa locked ia | 

Ip was not a pleasant position—doomed to 
spend the reat of a night, that was still young, 
in a chamber thats had been the scene of such o 
tragedy as waa once enacted here | 

However strong one’s nerves may be, thers are 
certain altuations that try them very much, and 
this was one, There was no chance of escape 
elther, for the walls were of such thick and golid 
masonry, and the oak doors so ponderous, that 
her eries, however loud they might be, would 
assuredly remain onheard by the rest of the 
household ; besides even if this had not been the 
case, and they had penetrated the ears of any of 
the cervants, they would have been disregarded ; 
for the evil reputation of the haunted wing was 
so well established that the fact of orles issuing 
from {bt would only have been looked upon as pro- 
caedivg from supernataral causes, and therefore 
taken no further notice of. 

It had been easy enongh to get tmprisoned, but 
the task of liberation would prove much more 
difficult ! 





CHAPTER XXXV. 


Yw the light and the glow of the Cliffs Court 
drawing-room Lady De Roubaix sat the next 
evening, looking as brilliant as it was possible to 
look, 

Oppostte her was Sir Ascot Oarlyon, In regu- 
lation evening dress, although—-in deference to 
his late wife’s memory, perhaps—he dispensed 
with his customary adornment of a flower in 
his buttonhole. He looked much better then 
he had dons lately—-maybe the fact of his 
having juet dined, and drunk a goodly quantity 
of champagne, bad something to do with this 
improvement io his appearance. 

"You know, a2 a matter of fact, [am sinning 
against etiquette and social laws to allow you to 
dine with me while we are both {n such deep 
mourning,” observed Clarice, playing with her 
black-bordered handkerchief, and stretching ont 
her dainty foot, in ite embroidered slipper and 
eflk stockiog, so that she might polse it on the 
steel bar of the fender, 

‘Ave you! Then Lam doubly honoured and 
flattered at your making an exception in my 
favour.” 

“T don’t know that {t was eo much that as 
b-eause [ felt eo intolerably dull,” she admitted, 
candidly. ‘No doubt my nelghboura won't 
view my social failings with a very lenient eye,” 

“Not the women, perhaps; but every man 
moust be the champion of the most beautifal 
lady {n the county !'’ was the gallant response. 

She smiled, well pleased. Oompliments, how. 
ever open they might be, never failed to delight 
her—admiration was bo her as the very breath of 
life, and, perhaps, this was the reason why the 
baronet had so speedily made his way Into her 
good graces, 

‘* Flatterer!” she exclaimed, shaking her 
fiager at him fo playful rebuke, 

“I only epeak the truth, Besides, why should 
you trouble yourself with what other psople eay 
or thick? T[fe-‘e too short to be cut and 
pruned to the ideas of social conventionalities.” 

“Ahi that fs all very well In theory, but a 
widely different ihing {fo practice, If soclety is 
defied, {t revenges itself by exliing the offender 
from wibhin ite pale, and 1) assuredly would not 
suit me to be eo exiled,” 

“ And yet I did not think you were at all con- 
ventional,” , 

“Nor am I-—fo my ideas; but afvce I have 
been fo England I have learned how much de- 
pends on not offending Mre. Grundy.” 

Do you like England as well as France }” 

She hesitated before replying. 

" En some respects, yes ; In others, uo. 
lonely here, because I have so few friends,” 

He left his chair, and came and sat beside her 
on the couch, taking from her haads the fan of 


I feel 


peacock’s feathers she was idly waving abcut, 
and moving it gently to and fro, 

"You have me,” he whispered, 

She raised ber lustrous eyes, and let them 
meet his, but lowered them Immediately, the 
carmine in her cheeks growlog deeper ander the 
influence of his gaze, 

‘I have you,” ehe repeated, softly; “an 
I think I maycall you ‘friend,’ may I not!” 

“I don’t know—TI should not be satisfied with 
the title, for I long for one a hundredfold newrer 
and dearer!” he exclaimed, boldly, taklog her 
hands forcibly fo hie, and bending forward anit 
his breath fell hotly om her cheek, “ Claric« 
gon’t you know how dear you are to me—don's 
you know I woald give the world, if I possesssd 
it, to make you my wifet” 

His voloe wae thrilling with ardent excite 
ment, and evidently she was not antouched by 
It 





Her breath came a little quicker, bat after 4 
moment she drew back. 

" You must not talk to me like this, Sir Ascot 
Recollect how short a time ft fs siuce your wife 
died.” 

'* Why should I recollect it?” he demanded, 
passionately, though hfs face blanched to 
deadly whiteness. ‘I never loved her—never 
liked her, even, eo there fs no necessity for me to 
felga a sorrow I do not feel, I tell you I never 
cared for a woman as I care for you.” 

He raleed her bands to his Mpe, and coverad 
them with kisses. 

‘' Don’t be cruel to me, Clarice,” he went on, 
his volce full of passionate entreaty. ‘If you 
only knew bow your image has filled my hesri, 
my thoughte, my lifs, ever since the first day I 
saw you. Iven in that moment, when we were 
strangers to each other, I kaew I had met my 
fate.” 

Unheeding her reeistance—-which was, fadeed, 
of the faintest description—-he drew her into his 
arms, and showered kisses on her cheek and lips, 

“You do love me!” hevexclafmed, trium 
phautly, ‘' You will marry me, Clarice? ' 

" How can I; at least, for a lorg time!” she 
aeked, ber brows contracting. ‘ What would 
people eay if they knew I was engaged to you fo 
less than three months after Lady Carlyon’s 
death ¢"” 

“Let them say what they like!” 

" Bat [am not at all inclined to let them say 
what they like. Remember I have a position to 
keep up, and I have no wish to lose caste, sven 
for your sake.” 

Which was perfectly true. Lady De Roubals 
loved the baronet nex) best to herself, perhspe; 
but there are degrees in affection, and there were 
a great many between bers. 

Sir Ascot, however, was too delighted at the 
victory he had obtalned to grumble much st 
anythiag. o 

"Jf it were not for that conelderation would 
you marry me?” he asked, eagerly, while his 
eyes gazed down into the Hquld depths of hers. 

te Yos,” 

* At once?” 

** With as little delay av possible.” 

"Then, Clarice, let. us go abroad, and be 
married privately. Neither you nor I have soy 
ties to keep us in England, or any relative’s plea- 
eure to consult, Your life, spent alone in this 
great house all through the winter, would be 
unutterably dreary, but fa Italy, with we, It 
should be one long dream of pleasure. I word 
take care no trouble ever came near you, fr 
your happiness should be my firat and only c2- 
sideration. What do you say, darling t”’ 

At first she demurred a little, but by degrees 
he overraled all her objections, and at last she 
yielded a coneent to hie wishes, Truth bo tell, 
ehe was very tired of her lonely life, and, mor: 
than that, the Insecurity of her position weighed 
beavily upon her, aud made her long to shace !t 
with another and stronger Intelligence, apo 
which she might lean. A second consideration 
may have had some welght, too, Sir Ascot, ‘a¢ 
Inherltor of his wife's astates, was supposed to be 
a rich man; and ff, a6 wae poselble, she certif- 
cates should be recovered, and Hubert assert bis 
| claim to the Cilffe heirah!p and {ta revennes, she, 

Clarice, would yet be the wife of a wealth? 
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barca) of good station, and could, so far, defy 
fate. 

The fature seemed rosy enough to those two, 
as they sat {9 the luxurfously furniehed room, 
with ite flower-scented air, ite statues, and vases, 
and pictures, and the handred-and-one costly 
trifles that were scatbered about. They sketched 
out the plan of thelr travels, the places they 
would visit, the evjoyments they would share 
cogether ; and if to the one came the thought of 
a dead white face looking upward from the tur- 
bid depths of a river to a heaven that had re- 
mained deat to her prayers, he dismissed {b In 
she anticipations of & coming time, full of lighi, 
of colonr, of every kind of galety, fn which all 
euch unpleasant reufalscences should be for- 

otten. ; 

' Saddenly the deor opened, and without 
snnouncement of any kind there entered Dr, 
Fietcher and Habert Cliffe. 

Lady De Roubaix and her companion started 
to thelr feet, both much embarrassed, for the 
suddenness of the entrance had not given them 
tima to resume their former positions, and 
asiiher of the unlooked-for and anwelcome viel- 
tors could have failed to observe their lover-like 
attitude. 

The Countess was the first to recover herself, 

“May Task what object you have in forcing 
your presence upon me after what I sald to you 
last olght?” she demanded, havghtily, addrese- 
ing herself to the physician, 

He bowed with mock humility, 

‘‘T am extremely sorry to disobey your iady- 
ship’s commands, but circomstances over w 
I nave no control leave me no alternative, as 
you will acknowledge at the end of our Inter- 
view.” 

‘*T will have no interview with you—I decline 
is unconditionally !”’ she exclaimed. * And I 
beg you will leave the house without delay—you 
sod your companion,” with a glance of contempt 
in Habert’s direction. 

“Tam sorry, a5 I sald before, to act in opposl- 
tlon to a lady’s wishes, but necessity compels 
ce to refuse to go from Cliffs Court at your 
command,” 

“What!” she exclaimed, furiously; then, 
turning to Sir Ascot, andstamping her foot, 
“wil yon allow me to be insulted in my own 
house ?” 

He stepped forward immediately, 

“Certainly not, Dr. Fieteher, you forget your- 
aeif by the tone you adopt, and unless you obey 
Lady De Roubaix’a wishes { shall be compelled 
to forefbly eject you,” 

“Indeed!” . The doctor's keen were 
sparkling, as if with sabi May I ask 
what right you have to take upon youreelf so 
much authority, Sir Ascot Carlyon 1” 

“The right of being the Countess De Roubalx's 
promised husband !” retorted the baronet, stung 
ont of all cation by the physician s contemptuous 


8, 

Both hie Usteners started violently, and 
seemed very much astonished ab the announce. 
ment, 

‘Indeed !"? observed Dr, Fletcher, for the 
second time, “I knew you were here, but I was 
herdly prepared for this intelifgence, H owever, 
i cannot offer ether of you my congratulations, 
‘or as It happene, Sir Ascot, you are not fn a posl- 
rt n te offer your hand to any woman,” 

4a€ baronet stared at him fa avgry amaze- 
ment, 

a What do you mean by such an assertion 2?” 

Simply what I say, namely, that the law will 
prevent you from marrying again while your first 
wite fs still alive 1” 

If ® cannon had been let off in the room tb 
could not have caused a greater panic than these 
words of the physician's. Lady De Roubaix 
shrank back with o slight sereaw, and Sir Aacot’s 
face became aa white as ashes, 

Atasiga from the doctor Hubert went out- 
tide, and, returning, brought with him e alight, 
slim figare, dreased in black, at she sight of which 
the baronet fell on his knees. 

treat Heaven! it fs Alicla!” he muttered, 
{0 geepe, and never removing his eyes from the 
pac, ead face before him, "It fs Alicls, or 





her name come back from its grave to accuse 
me ” 


His terror was so great that {b absolately over- 
whelmed him, and took from him all remembrance 
of the necessity of caution. Just for a few 
mlautes hie natural hard-headed common-sense 
deserted him, and he was Inclined to belleve her 
wraith had come back from Its watery tomb to 
poiut him out as her murderer. 

Bat it was no epirlt that stood there, although 
she was indeed white and shadowy enough to have 
been mistaken for one, 

Ip was Alicia herself in flesh and blood, weak 
and trembling from the effects of her recent ill- 
nese, but with a curious light of joy In her deep 
grey eyes——such a Hight as had not shone In them 
for many a long day, 

"Tt isno ghost, but the woman whose death 
you trled to compass some months ago!” rang 
out the doctor's accusing toner, while he went on 
the other eide of Alicia, and supported her with 
bis arra, ‘' Happily, that Pcovidenté which yoa 
had forgotten watches over the innocent, and 
frustrated your vile attempt. Colonel Stuart, 
who, suspecting you were keepiug your wife 
prisoner egainet her will, had resolved to discover 
where she was, followed you Into W——shire, 
and passed you, even spoke to you, unrecognized, 
as you were ou your way to your victim's 
abode, 

‘He was behind the bushes, where he crept 
unnoticed, during the greater part of your Inter- 
view with the poor girl, and after you had 
pushed her in the water aud gone off—which you 
did with the haste of one pursued by a guilty 
consclecca—he plunged In the river, and rescued 
her. He knew that her friend, Arline Lester, 
was living close by, and so he took her there, and 
she was received by Mrs. Carroll with true friendii- 
nees and hospitality, and nursed most tenderly 
through a long and davgerous illness, over which 
she has only just obtained the mastery. I was 
called there to attend ber, and by my advice no 
contradiction was given to the reports of her 
death, for she was in so precarious a condition 
that the slightest shock would have proved fata! 
to her, and I knew, Sir Ascot Carlyov, that you 
desired her death! So you see I was right when 
I ventured to say your engsgement with the 
- Countess Da Roubaix was not likely to come to 
anything.” 

As he ceased speaking the baroneb rose from 
his knees, a dark look of brooding hate on his 
face, He was defeated in the moment of his 
triumph, jast when he fancied himself victorious, 
and beyond the reach of reverse—just at the 
moment when wealth, and honour, and the 
beanty of the woman he coveted were in his 


Pp. 

Nor his bright visions were diseipsted—the 
eous castle he had raised {2 the alr was 
ed in pieces at bis feet, His rage and des- 

paic were unbounded. He cursed the evil [ate 

which he declared had pursued him ; he cursed 

Alicia—he cursed everything save the vile p»s- 

elons which he had allowed to dominate him, and 

which had proved iis destruction. 

Lady De Rouhalx threw herself on the couch, 
and buret into a flood of hysterical weeplog ; 
bat as no ons sppeared greatly affected thereby 
she presently dried her eyes, and recalled her 
attention to the evente that were following so 
rapidly at each other’s heels, 

“ OF course,” continued Dr, Fletcher, who 
ssemed to have adopted the position of chief 
spokesman, addressing Str Ascot, “' as we are io 
a position to prove your guilt, there Is nothing to 
prevent our taklog criminal proceedings against 
you, fn which cass you would probably be 
sentenced to penal servitude for life, Atterapted 
murder is 9 serious thing, you know,’ 

The baronet’s face grem, {f possible, more ashen 
than before. He tos his future years in a 
prison! Death itself was preferable, 

* Alicia |” be cried, hoarsely, '‘ have mercy on 
me, Don’t drive me to desperation by such 8 
threat, You slways pretended to be kind and 
good; prove ft now by forgiveness |” 

He attempted to touch her dresa, but she drew 
back with a movement of repulsion thab was 
purely iavoluntarlly. 








tones ; “and I pray you may obtain pardon from 
@ higher tribunal thay cilne,"’ 

“Walt a minute,” exclaimed the doctor, “ the 
list of Sir Ascot’s crimes ts not yet complete, for 
there is yeb another charge agatnet him, which fa 
nothtvg more nor lees than bigamy,” 

“Tule talee |” he cried, vehemently. 

‘Tq itt Well, we sball soa later on, I accuas 
you, at all events, of having marrfed Allela 
Howard, while your first wife, Dolores, whom you 
wedded {In America, was still living,” 

**Ib is falee!” he exclaimed, for the second 
time ; “ Dolores was drowned while crossing the 
Atlantic,” 

“'Dolorea was not,” sald a volce on the thres- 
held, and, looking towards the door, he saw the 
bilad woman standing there, and feeling her way 
to the spot whence the sound of thelr volces 
proceeded by her outstretched arms ; “‘ahe was 
saved, and here are ths papers proving her 
identity,” 

Habert went forward and gave her his arm, and 
In the excitersent caused by her entrance that of 
Arline, Mra. Carroll, Colonel Stuart, and Eather 
Grant passed unnoticed, 

“Do you deny that this lady Is your law!a! 
wife?” inquired Dr. Fietcher, Indicating 
Dolores. ; 

** Denfal fs useless,” replied Sir Accot, sullenty, 
“since she has the proofs of the marriage, but I 
Imagined ehe was dead long ago.’ 

* Apropos of proofs of marrisge I have some- 
thing more to say on this subject,” resumed Dr. 
Fietcher, rubbing his hands cheerfully together, 
as ff he thoroughly epjoyed the task of explana- 
tion delegated to him, “and this second edition 
concerns Lady Da Roubaix even more nearly 
than the firet.’’ He took from hie pocket a memo- 
randum book, and drew forth two papers, which 
he held before the Countess, “ Do you recognise 
these, my lady?” 

That she did co wae virtually acknowledged by 
her violent start and agitated expression. 

"Ah! I see you do, ao there ts no difficulty In 
the matter,” he added, folding them up, and 
restoring them to bis pocket with much care. 

“Where did you get them from?” she asked, 
hardly above her breath, 

“The cabinet In Lady Hiidred’s ‘baunted 
chamber,’ where you bad hidden them yourself. 
Mrs, Esther Grant happened to f llow you thera 
last night, and was locked In, bab fortunately 
contrived to let herself out of the window by 
means of a ladder that one of the gardeners bad 
carelesely kfc leanlog against the bouse, She 
therefore called on me first thing this morning, 
and asa result of her communication I declded 
to come here with my friend, Hubert Cllifs, in 
order to see him take formal posssselon of hie 
rightfal inberltance—Ciiffe Court.” 

« . * o % 

Armed with such proofs {bt wae Imposslbte to 
dispute Hubert Culffe’s title to the estates, and 
this Lady Da Roubalx was wise enough to see. 
She began to talk of a “ compromise ;" but Dr. 
Fletcher, on Hubert’s behalf, declined even to 
speak of one, and she thereupon retired to her 
suite of rooms, and began, with her maid, the 
task of packing up her numerous tronks, for an 
fotimation had been given her that the sooner ehe 
took leave the better, 

Of her rege and disappointment it is useless to 
epeak ; it was such as only a thoroughly vain and 
arrogant nature can feel when ft sees Itself bafted, 
as she was, 

If there had been the slenderest thread of hope 
she would have fought against Habert’s claims 
with all her might, but as there waa not she 
could only submit to the inevitable. 

In that suite of rooms were many costiy trifles 
that she bad bought since her accession tc the 
Cliffe revenues; and these she swept Into her 
boxes with avariciona delight. There were jewels, 
too, io crimson and purple velvet cases, sand 
bealdes these a brass-bound coffer, which ehe her- 
self placed in her atrongest trunk, glancing round 
meanwhile to ses that she was nob watched by 
her mald, for theze were the Cliffe diamonds, and 
she was resolved to make one desperate effort to 
retain them. 





"I forgive you, Ascot,” she sald, fa trembling 


Late In the evening she drove away from the 
howe where she had for three months reigned aa 
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ESTHER GRANT CREPT STEALTHILY AFTER THE MYSTERIOUS FIGURE IN ADVANCE, 


mistress, Dr, Fletcher escorting ber to the door 
with the courtliest of bows, 

As she was atepping In the carriage Hubert 
came forward and put a paper Into her hand. 

“‘Teis an undertaking on my part toallow you a 
thousand a-year,” he said, coldly, “I do not 
wish to forget that your mother once bore the 
name of Cilffe.” 

She took it In haughty silence and without s 
word of thanks. Aud ft may be Hubert was glad 
io pleased her to receive ip thus, Her gratitude 
he had not for a moment expected, and, perbaps, 
it might have embarrassed him, 

** Heaven be pralsed she’s gone!” exclaimed 
the pbysiclan, with grim thankfulness, as the 
nolee of the carrlage wheels grew fainter tn the 
distance, 

**}’ve seen a good many of her sex that I dis- 
Med, but none mach worse than herself,” 

Habert laughed, and went Indoors to the 
library, where Arline was sitting in the firelight. 

“All alone ?”’ sald the young man, going up to 
her and kissing the sweet, pale brow, " How is 
that } 

**Mre. Carroll aad Dolores are talking to Mrs, 
Baltou, and — left Alicia in the drawing-room 
vecanse I fenced, perhaps, Colonel S:uart might 
tke ta have a few minutes alone with her,” 

Very likely. Poor Alfcla! I hope her 
troubles are at ap end now.” 

I fonnd her weeping over a porbralt of her 
little boy this afternoon, and tried my best to 
console her bg telling her he was much better off, 
and now, I think, she fs beginning to thiok I am 
right.”’ 

*' Which you certainly are, for if he had lived 
the difficulties of her poaition would have heen 
tenfold wore complicated. Bat, Arliae”’—his 
arm stole round her walst—‘'I want to talk to 
you of another matter now-—nothing more or 
less than ourselves. Isa there any reason why our 
marriage should nob take place at once }”’ 

She played with the charms hanging to her 
chain, and did not reply. . 

“'It is rather soon after my uncle's death, I 





confees, but we shall think none the less of his 
metory for all that, and there have been so many 
difficnities thrown In the way of our wooing that 
I want to end them at once. Shall we fix the 
wedding for two months’ hence ?” 

What she sald need nob be written, but it mused 
have been something satisfactory, to judge from 
the rapture with which he received It, 


Tnere is little more to be told. When the 
first violets were peeping coyly out from amongst 
theic fresh green leaves, and “‘ daffodils that come 
before the swallow dares” were making beautiful 
the woods and gardens, Hubert Cliffe and Arline 
Lester were married ; very quietly indeed, and 
with noue of the pomp and ceremony that the 
helr of Cilffe might have exhibited. 

Alicia, Colonel Stuart. Mrs. Carroll, and 
Dolores were at the wedding, for Arline had 
insisted on the biind girl remaining with her 
until after the ceremony, and was never tired of 
thanking her for her former kladnees to Hubert. 

Dolores rather deprecated the thanks, which 
seemed to pain her, and generally pub the subject 
aside with a gentle decision that she could at 
times assume, 

*'Ie was my happiness to tend him,” she said 
once, very simply, and there was that in her 
voice which made Arline look up quickly. They 
never epoke of It again, 

All the county rejoiced, and organised a wel- 
come to our hero, when {it became known that 
there was no dispate to his belog Lord Oliffe, 
and Dc, Fietcher was In his glory, receiving 
deputations, and heading them too. 

Sir Ascot Carlyon did not think 15 wise to 
leave anyone the foftlative of prosecuting him for 
his offences against the law, so he lost no time in 

nitting the country, and followed Lady Ds 
Hoabats to Homburg. Some time later there 
came the news of his having been killed In a duel 
with an Italian nobleman, to whom the latter had 
engaged herself. 

Dolorer, who had returned to her home at 
Haverstock Hill, received the intelligence very 





trangailly. Not so a certain young surgeon 
named Carew, who had loved ber from the first 
moment he saw her, and who hopes that, lp 
course of time, his love may be rewarded. 
Let us wish him all success in his wooing. 
Twelve months afterwards another weddiog 
took place in Ciiffe Church, and this was even 
uleter than Arline’s had been, Alicia ant 
clone] Stuart plighted their troth to each other, 
and ss they stood on the altar steps, after the 
ceremony was over, he bent down and kleod 


“ My good angel!” he sald, with deep feeling, 
“Y shink, Alicla, the happiness promised us ic 
the fature will requite us for the pain of the 


And she, looking up, with wet eyes, thanked 
Heaven that it had helped her to keep their love 
pure, and able to withstand temptation. 

Mrs. Carroll could not be persuaded to take up 
her abode finaly at the Court, bat she goes there 
very often indeed ; and she and Mrs. Belton have 
many & long gossip together, joined occasionally 
by Dr. Fietcher, who thinks that women have 
improved of late years. 

And eo we leave our heroes and heroines happy 
in their mutual love, living exemplification: of 
the truth of our poet’s words— 


There is a Providence that shapes our ends, 
Rovgh hew them as we will | 


[THE END } 





——__-—_} 





Arrern a man-of-war has been at sea for #3 
mouths, {t requires one-fifth greater propelling: 
power to drive it at the same speed then whev it 
left the docks, 

AccoRDINc to anatomlste, a perfectly-formed 
foot should be as long as that bone in the fore- 
arm which extends from the elbow to the joint of 
the wriet. If taken In a long-limbed person, this 
measurement seems abnormal, yet {t fs the one 
taken by artlats. 
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HER GREAT MISTAKE. 


—20i— 


CHAPTER IV. 


Ix the falr September sunshine the poor lonely 
waif—the sad, faded wreck of what had once 
been bright and lovely—-reached the old court 
suburb of Kensington, and stood at the corner 
of broad, imposing road near a manaion, whose 
fron gates were inscribed with the title ‘ Con- 
naught House.” 

Foll many a time had the inhabitant of 
Caroline-atreed penetrated to this aristocratic 
uelghbourhood, She looked strangely out of 
keeping with the wealth and magnificence around 
her ; and yet once or twice In every quarter that 
tlight bowed figure might have been seen so near 
the entrance to the fashionable school that her 
poor rusty clothes might almost have come In 
em — the costly ralment of the young 
! xe assed out of the t gates for 
thelr dally walk. nish 

Mise Daw knew their habits well, how in 
summer time the promenade wae taken after tea, 
io winter between twelve and one, and how now 
ia early autuzon It followed directly after after- 
noon studies. She stood there walting just as 
thoagh ehe had expected to find a friend or loved 
one among Miss Frost’s puplle. ‘*She will know 
tt, too,” thought the poor creatare ; “she will 
ae black for him, and mourning him, just 

3 oO. 

_ Miss Daw had not long to wait. She had 
oardly arrived ten minutes when the great gates 
opened and the troop of bright careless girls 
isaued from them. Eagerly, anxfously did the 
soutary watcher scan each laughing face, and 
then s blank feeling of disappointment stole over 
her; the one she songht was not there, the girl 
to see whom she traversed all those weary 
maillea was not in that long proceaston, 
By kuew not what to do ; she stood Irresolute, 
eyes still fixed upon the joyous throng, when 
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“MOTHER! MOTHER! HOW COULD YOU LET YOUR CHILD BELIEVE yOU DEAD{” 


a fragment of their conversation fel! upon her 
ear 


“ Nothing seems the same withont Florence, 
I never thought we should miss her so,” said a 
tall, gentle girl to her com 

‘* She will come beck, I think,” returned the 
other. ‘*I had a letter from her in the holidays, 
and she sald she was miserable where she was.” 

Only those chance words, and yet they were 
destined to change the current of three lives ! 

Miss Daw never hesitated ; she walked up the 
gravel path to the grand front entrance, knocked 
and requested the servant to let her see Miss 
Warbarton. 

“You can’s,” returned the maid, gruffiy 
enough, "' mistress would never let euch as you 
come near the young ladies ; besides, Mies Florence 
isn’t here,” 

Miss Daw persleted. 

“ Will you give me her address }"’ 

“ T can’t, I never heard it. She went off in a 
great harry. I ‘id bear as her pa dled, 

* Can I see your mistress?” 

The servant hesitated and the matter was 
sebtled by the appearance of Miss Frost hereelf. 
She had been croseing the hall, and struck by the 
unusual appearance of the visitor, came forward 
to learn her errand, 

You wished to see me t” 

“Tf you please”—-the voice was as gentle, as 
refined, as lady’s own, ‘I have come a long 
way on purpose to see one of your pupils.” 

Perplexed, the echoolmistress led way to a 
Mttle room which opened from the hall, She 
motioned her visitor to be seated, and ve ¢ 
chair opposite her walted for her to speak; but 
the words were so lopg coming that she looked up 
in surprise, and saw the hot tears falling fast down 
the faded cheeks. 

“T am afraid you are in trouble.” 

"Yes !’’ and the woman gulped back her sobs 
by a mighty effort; ‘‘but nothing can mend 
that! I came here to-night hoping to see one of 
your pupils, Ob, lady ”—and a plteous longing 
sounded in her voice-—‘‘let me eee her! Your 





servent bells me she has gone, but you will give 
me her address, and let me see her sweet face 
agalo 1 lt is the only remedy that can cure my 


Mise Frost listened like a creature In a dream. 
The anguish of her visitor was too real—too 
genuine not to move her, and yet she felt there 
must be some mistake, This w » faded 
creature cculd have nothing In common with the 
noble damsels entrusted to her care, 

"You have nob told me the young lady's 
Dae, Which of my pupils did you wish to 
see!’ 

“ She was christened Florence—Fiorence War- 
barton!” 

'' Colonel Warburton’s daughter left me the 
end of last term |” 

* But will you tell me where ehe is?” 

"I do not think I ought. Your interest in her 
cannot be very keen. She was ander my care 
for over fifteen years, and this {s the first time 
you have ever been here.” 

“Here, yes! Bat I have seen her! Oh, 
Jady, I could not have lived without the sight, 
Every now and then I would get a longing on me 
to seq my darling, and I would come over to 
Kenalngton just for the chance of watching for 
her walking with her companious. I came for 
that to-night, but she was not there!” 

a other woman was touched in spite of her- 


“Bat what tle was there bebween you! 
Colonel Warburton himeelf told ma he had no 
relation in the world but his two sisters,” 

“J was her nurse”—and the woman’s voice 
trembled. ‘'The first three years of her life 
Florence was like my own child. I tanght her to 
walk, Mine was the firat name she spoke, and I 
loved her-—-ah, lady, I can’t tell you how—better 
than many mothers love their children |” 

“T wonder the Colonel did not leave her with 
you when his wife died, She was full young for 
school,” 


A flush died the woman’s cheek, 
**T think I was too much mixed up with his 
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wife in his mind, Mrs, Warburton had loved me 
dearly,” 

“T euppose she was a very beautiful woman. 
The Colonel never got over her lous 1” 

“ She bad a fair face, and the Colonel loved her 
well, I know, for I was with them al! through 
their married life, and my heart yearns for 
their orphan child as though she were my 
own!” 

Miss Frost hesitated. 

** You sesm in great poverty. Surely, Colonel 
Warburton did not forget eo faithful aservant |” 

“ He offered me money—ay, many a time, but 
{ was never one to live on charity! I prefer to 
work. It’s not for what she can give me that I 
want Florence Warburton’s address |” 

Tt wae so manifest that her object was sheer 
affectlon—nothing bub a longing to see her 
nurseling again—tshat Miss Frost yielded, If the 
woman saw the Colonel’e will she would learn all 
she asked, There was no object to be gained, 
therefore, in refusing her request, 

“ Miss Warburton is living with her aunt, Mrs. 
Fox. The family are now at thelr country seat, 
Foxgrove Court, county Blankshire.” 

Mies Daw trembled as she heard the name. 

“Tdon’s like Mre, Fox,” ehe sald, simply. ‘I 
gever did,” 

“Nelther do I, but the Colonel Isft his 
daughier to her care. I would gladly have kept 
the girl with me—-I told her aunt so, Iam a 
rich woman, and I loved Florence dearly. It 
would have bsea no hardsh'!p to me to provide 
for her |” 

She never quite forgot how her strange visitor 
knelt at these words, and, takiog her hand, 
klesed it passionately. 

“Heaven bless you!” she murmured, 
‘Heaven bless you for your kindness to my 
darling |” 

And then she rose to go. In vaia Mles Frost 
proferred refreahments, She refused them all. 

"Tt ts gatting late, and I must be back. I live 
by hard work, and I ahball have to aft far into 
the night to make up for these stolen hours; 
only when [I read Colonel Warburton’s death in 
the papers I covid not rest until I knew what 
had become of his daughter.” 

A atrange impulses moved Miss Frost to 
aay,— 

“ Leave me your addrese. I hear from Florence 
sometimes, and if anything of note happens to 
your nursling I will let you know,” 

The woman accepted gratefally. She wrote 
her name and address on a small slip of paper 
an’ banded It to the schoolmistress, 

Miss Feost etarted, There were writers 
{a her achool. A distinguished professor attended 
to fostruct them, but mever had she seen a 
clearer, more refined hand. 

** She fs a lady,” was her involuntary thought, 
as Miss Daw left the room, “She may have 
been nurse In Colonel Warburton’s family, I 
can eee she is desperately poor now, bat, for all 
that, she {s a gentlewoman. I could: laugh at 
the iden but her face seems qulte familiar to me, 
Tam almost certatc I have seen her before, Par- 
hops {t fs only some passing resemblance, and she 
reminds ms of someone I bave known; but I 
wish I conld recall whom. These half-and-half 
Hkenezses ars so perplexing.” 

She tried to banish the subject from her 
thoughts, The girla came in, and she read 
prayers. 

She presided later on at sapper, and conversed 
cheerfully with the teachers, disenssing the 
a faire of Connanght House with all her weual zeal 
end interest. Her energy never flagged, she gave 
no elgn of being annoyed, and yet all the while 
one haunting doubt was troubling her—who was 
Miss Daw, and of whose face dfd her visltor’s 80 
strangely remind her # 

It was only when she was alone fn her own 
room, brashiog ont her still abundant hair, that 
she solved the question ; aud then for a moment 
the solation seemed more terrible than the dowbt, 

The faca to which Mlss Daw's bore euch a 
similarity was Florence Warburton’s own, 
allowing for the changes sorrow and trials had 
wrought fo one; allowing, too, for the difference 
of age the resemblanc? was something marvellous, 
They might have been mother and daughter. 





‘Tt is impossible!” ehe cried, speaking aloud 
in her dismay. ‘I must be mad! dreaming ! 
Mrs. Warburton died before Fiorence came to 
me, and her husband mourned her for more 
thar fifteen years. That she could be alive, 
that she could have sunk to such a depth of 
poverty as the poor creature who was here to-day 
Is beyond the wildest regtons of imagination !’’ 

Bat yet the resemblance haunted her, Those 
rare brown eyes, those sweet, express!ve features, 
In each face they were the very same; only the 
one expression had the hopefalneas of youth, the 
other the patient sadness of middle-age. 

Mies Frost began to wonder whether the 
Colonel could have married beneath him, and his 
daughter’s nurse have been a very near relation 
of his wife's, 

She had not arrived at any gatisfaciory con- 
clusion when she dropped asleep, and even in her 
slumber the subject haunted her. She seemed 
to see F'iorence’s fair face lined and shadowed like 
Mies Daw’s. She seemed to see the girl’s rounded 
arm embracing that wasted form, and to hear 
her freeh, young voice call her ‘ mother,” 

Taken altogether, Mies Frost had not much 
reason to congratulate herself on the bamanity 
which had granted an audience to the supplicant ; 
for, fo spite of her best endeavours, Mies Daw’s 
vist, ‘and the motive of her strange interest in 
Florence Warburton, haunted the schoolmlstress 
for many a long day. And yet, I think, she 
eonld not be blamed for her humanity, I be- 
lieve, rather, that her charity was remembered 
by the recording angel, and noted fn her favour, 


OHAPTER V, 


Fcorence Warscaton felt as if this carth of 
ours had suddenly become Heaven ; she had for- 
gotten her father’s death—forgotten the slights 
and hardshivs which were her daily portion at, 
Foxgrove Court, She remembered only that 
Alan was her life’s love, and he was beside her 
telling her that for all time he wanted her com- 
pantonship. 

Lord Eiedale etroked the golden head caress- 
fogly with one hand, then he eald, gently,— 

“Tam waiting for my answer. Fiorence, child, 
do not keep me in suspense,” 

* Are you quite sure?” she whispered, 

"Sare that I love you? Aye, better than 
“—_ on earth, my darling |” 

at-——" 


She hesitated, but he understood what she was 
thinking of, 

**They have told you my story, dear; you 
have heard that five years sgo I loved another. 
It is quite true, I cannot deny it ; but, Florence, 
the pseb fs past. Her treschery killed my love 
at one blow ; my heart was fancy free before I 
met you, and you have made it all your own,” 

Toe girl raised her sweet eyes to his face. 

**Do you know I thought you were 4 
away, and that I should never see you again ¢”’ 

“T shall never go anléss you send me.”’ 

“Tam so young and foolish,” she whiepered, 
“Can you really love met” 

" Better than life itself,” 

** Because,” and the giri’s voice had all the 
passion of 8 woman’s, ‘I love you eo, I think if 
yoo changed and grew tired of me, it would break 
toy heart,” 

“TI shall never the of you! And now, my 
sweet wild flower, tell me when shall I go to your 
uncle }” 

“To my uncle?” 

** Certainly. I must tell him that I have won 
the treasure he was Incapable of appreciating, 
Florence, think of the long years between us ; 
ead make me walt too long for my happiness, 

ear.’ 

Enter Lady Hilly; she was silent from sheer 
amezement, Fiorence, her own special protégée, 
In whose purlty and diecretlon she believed so 
firmly, was aitting with her golden head upon 
are Eledale’s shoulder, bis arm around her 
walet. 

** Aunt Emily,” and there was a joyous ring in 
the Earl’s voice she had never heard since he 
possessed his title, “congratulate me; I have 





won my darling, and she has promised to be my 
ewnp 5 


Lady Euwfly Fane was quite unable to answer 
him. Alan, the professed woman-hater, the 
moross bachelor, to win the pretty fairy-child she 
had designed for her own boy! 

Florence put one hand on her friend’s arm. 

“Don’t be angry,’ she sald, pleadingly. ‘| 
know Iam much too young and foolish for Lord 
Eisdale, but I love him, and I was not brave 
enough to refuse my happiness !”’ 

Lady Emily relented at once. She took the 
girl into her own mothorly arma and kiseed her 
fondly. 

“Mg darling!” she sald, ‘““you are falr ani 
true enough to make anyone happy. I am very 

lad Alan is to have so sweet a wife, only you 
ve both taken me unutterably by surprics,”’ 

"I don’t know why!” said Lord Eledals, a 
little testily, ‘I should have thought anyone 
would have guessed my secret long ago.” 

That night, when Florence had retired, the 
aunt aud nephew exchanged a few more serious 
worda, 

** And your heart Ie really fo it, Alan *” 

“Heart and soul, Aunt Emfly. Can you 
doubt it-—she is éweet enough to win any man’s 

. 


© Ah! but ehe isso young and fanocent, For. 
give me, Alan, bub she deserves to be a good 
man’s firat love,” 

The Harl frczs at once. 

“T may pot be a good man; but I believe I 
can make Miss Warburton happy. She has x 
doubt of my affection.” 

* Bat she did aot see your devotion to Lady 
Dane, Forgive me, Alan, you know you are 2: 
dear to me almost as my Cecil, Can this pretty 
child really make up to you for the loss of your 
brilliant, beautiful betrothed ?” 

Alan caught her hand, 

*'So much so that I have felt actually crate- 
fal to. the Viscountess for her rejection since | 
learned to know my Fiorence.” 

** And you will go to Mr, Fox!” 

** To-morrow.” 

"He will be very much surpriesd. I bope 
they won't be angry with the poor child.” 

“They won't dare to be angry with a future 
countess. I suppose they are her only rels- 
tions ¢’ 

“ There Ig another aunt-—-a Miss Warburton.” 

“Ab! the Warburtons are a good old family. 
I don’s thiok, however much I loved a woman, [ 
could marry her unless she came of worthy 
parentege, I could not stand a tribe of poor 
relations clafming kindred with my wife.” —s - 

‘*You have only the Fox family to fear, for 
Miss Warbarton never goes anywhere.” 

"And the mother; are none of her fami! 
surviving ?”. 

“'T believe she was au only child. I havo never 
beard mach about ber; bat Cecll told me her 
lugs wrecked Ler husband's life,” 

*“T can believe thay if-she resembled her 
dsughter.” 

Vary early the next day the Earl of Eledale 
arrived at the Court, and solicited an interview 
with {ts master, 

He met Mr. Fox leisurely descending from his 
study—a room strangely misnamed, since {ts 
owner used it chieftly as a sanctum, wherein to 
enjoy cosy naps, undisturbed by intruders ; but 
then, to be sure, trade does not engender a taste 
for literature and 

“Hal Lord Elsdale; you are an early bird 
My wife and the giris are out shopping.” f 

“T am not sorry oe) oo ib, — A es will not 
think me ungallant—-for my visit Is to you.” 

He followed Mr. Fox Into the study, took 4 
chair opposite his host, and plunged ab once inic 
the objech of his coming. i 

“T am here to ask you a favour, Mr. Fox 
You do not know very much about me, and our 
acquaintance has been a short one ; and yet you 
see IL am bold enongh not only to prefer my 
request, but to hope for a favourable reply. 

“Tam sure I will do my best to satisfy you, 
Lord Eisdale. I am always glad to oblige ® 
neighbour. Is it the black breed of pigs you v¢ 
taken a fancy to a couple of—or does your 
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poultry-woman want &® sitting of my Cochin: | ing hends with his relatives elect, rode swiftly | abe ie getting me more clothes than I can weat 
Chins egge—sh 1” towards Westfield to zee his beautiful, childish | out.” 

He was a very slmp’e mioded man; his wife | fiancee, He smiled 


wae co andisputably mistress and master too, 
that she had quite ueurped the headebip of the 
fomily. It was only in such little matters as 
those he had mentioned that Mr, fox felt him- 
galf to be of any authority. 

“) want something Infinitely more valuable 
¢han elther of those,” sald Alan, gravely. ‘' In 
fect, Mr. Fox, I bave come here this morning to 
ask you for my wife.” 

‘Your wite !”’—Mr. Fox wiped bis face—" but 
T didn’t know you had ons, my lord; and I am 
quite positive her ladyship is not here,” 

Alan smiled, he really could not help {t. 

No, ehe is not here, Aad, Indeed, my wife 
does not exlst at present ; ovly the young lady 
who will, Thops, bear that title Is at present 
ander your protection, and so--—-" - 

‘Y sce,"—much relleved—‘‘you want to 
cowry one of the girle, Why on earth didn’t 
you say soatonce? I hope ft fen’ Passy ; she’s 
ny favourite, and I want to keep her at home a 
bit longer. 

Alan hastened to explain, 

“T want to marry Miss Warburton, I have 
already epoken to her on the eubject, and she 
has allowed me to come te you.” 

“And I am very glad to hear [t!" sald Mr, 
Fox, heartily. “I like the child {mmensely ; 
but i shall be glad to see her fu a home of her 
own. My wife puts upon her, you eee, and I 
ean’o well Interfere, seeing the girl’s her own 
olece; but I often tell her it’s hard Mnoes to 
punish the girl for what’s no fault of hers,” 

This speech sounded obscure ; but Lord Eledale 
construed It to allude to the poverty in which 
the Colonel’s death had placed his child, 

“ You are her sole guardian, I think?” 

"Yes, My brother-in-law, poor man, could 
aever bear this country after his wile left bim, 
and eo before he went abroad he made a will, 
leaving the little girl te us.” 

Lord E'sdale wondered at the brief mention of 
the young wife. 

“LT euppose you knew Mrs, Warburton well ?’”’ 

Mr. Fox looked ill at ease; he rubbed his 
face, twisted hie fingers through hie hair, and 
finally opened the window, on account of the 
deat. 

‘Yes, I knew her very well,” he sald, 
slowly; ‘‘and I always liked her,” 

“J ask, because It ocourred to me there might 
be relations of hers living to whom I ought to 
announce my engagement,” 

"| ehould think nob,” said Mr, Fux, decidedly; 
“she was the daughter of one of the Colonel's 
brother officer, I fancy the family went 
abroad,” 

Lord Eladale began to talk.of settlements, and 
to press his eager desire for an early wedding. 
Mr. Fox listened as a man bewildered. 

‘l'm very much obliged to you,” he sald, 
simply; “but I think you’d better talk to my 
wife, or the lawyers, about money matters. The 
child fs nop quite portionlese, though Mrs. Fox 
always calle her a burden, The Colonel left her 
@ nice little property, still is’s a mere drop in 
the ocean to you. I won't deny it’s a splendid 
match for Wiorence ; but I hope; my lord, you'll 
begentis and patient with her. She's a pretty 
creature, and it’s not her fault,” 

What particular thing wae not Florence's fault 
be never attempted to explain; he seemed un- 
ubterably relieved when he heard the sound of 
approaching wheels, and eending a‘servant to 
request his wife’s presence, that lady presently 
appeared, 

_ She showed no sign of surprise when she 
isarned for what Lord Elsdale had come to the 
Vourt, She was a woman of the world, and she 
controlled her dieappointment bravely ; besides, 
until thas Impromptu dinner-party, her wildest 
a ies never scared to the Earl as ate salt 

» 20 Wou & great advantage to girls 
to be first cousins to a countess, therefore she 
received the news with the utmost -affablilty, 
Oaly ou two points she was firm—the w 
could uot be until December, and Florence must 
return at once to her ancle’s house, Alan 
thought he had achieved a great deal, and, shak- 





Left alone, perfect silence relgned between 
huaband and wife. She broke it,— 

“ Did you tel! him %” 

“No; I tried once or twice to begin, but I 
couldn’t get th out. I thought, Janet, you would 
manage It ao much better,” 

**] shall not manage it atall. He need never 
know. I was afrald at first you bad beon eimple- 
ton enowgh to tell him.” 

“T wish I had,” groaned Mr. Fox; **for I 
am sure he ought te know. For the girl's sske 
the secret shouid not be kept from him,” 

“ The girl can take tolerable care of heraelf, I 
expect, since she has managed to secure the best 
parti in the county, Once for all, Fox, I shan’é 
tell him, and you mustn’b either 1" 

‘How would you like euch a thing kept back 
from your own son Warburton }” 

She shrugged her shoulders, 

“My mind fs quite made up, Florence will 
be Countess of Eisdate, wealthy, courted, and 
admired ; there fe nod the least occasion to 
trouble her or her husband with that dark story 
of the past,” 

Aud Mr. Fox, feeling himself vanquished In 
the battle, gave way, leaving his partner 
triumphant mistress of the field, 

That very afternoon Lady Emily Fane received 
& visit from Mrs. Fox, and she hardly recognised 
that lady in her excessive amlability. Fiorencs 
began vo think her aunt had euddenly conceived 
@ great affection for her, and marvelled at the 
change. 

"Bat I must take the sweeb child home with 
me,” announced the mistress of the Court, 
‘Lord Eledale wishes to te married early in 
December, and two months is but a short time 
to prepare a tronsseau worthy of a countess.” 

There was no opposing her will, Fiorence’s 
thinge wera packed, and ahe took her place {2 the 
carriage abt ber aunt's aide. 

Very allent were the two ledies at first, only 

presently the girl sald, softly,— 
- “T have plenty of clothes, Aunt Janet, Mise 
Frost always took care of that; and she bonght 
me some new ones just before 1 came to you, I 
shen’t want a trousseau,” 

“T shall give you the best trousseau money can 
provide,” said Mrs, Fox. ‘No one shall say [ 
let my brother’s child go to her husband empty 
banded. We may not have gob on very well 
hitherto, my dear, but I want your last weeks at 
the Court.to be happy ones.” 

** You're to be a kind of brazen Idol for us all 
to worship,” whispered Pussy, wickedly, when 
Mrs, Fox had Installed her alec: fo one of the 
state guest chambers, whither her belongings had 
already been removed, ‘‘ You see you're almost 
a Countess now. Well, I always liked you,” 

"You were always kind to me, Passy.”’ 

“ And are you bappy ?” 

** Happier than I can say.” 

*T belleve it,” said Passy, simply, “I thought 
at first it was the title and the luxuries, bud I 
begin to understand now, Florence; it was just 
love."’ 

* Jas that!” whispered her cousin. ‘I love 
him as my own life. If he were a beggar I 
should feel just the same.” 

“Then I should feel very’glad he waa not a 
beggar. Well, dear, I hear you're to have a 
grand wedding—six brideemalde, a huge wedding- 
cake, and all the proper etceteras.”’ 

"Bat Pm {a mourning,” arged Florence. 

“Oh, you’ll pub that off for one day.” 

Then began a pleasant pericd of easeful happ!- 
nese. ° 

Lord Elsdale came to the Courh nearly every 
day. Time only seemed to add to bis devotion, 

Mrs, Fox was the Image of an affectionate, 
benevolent aunt, the girls all gracious cordiality. 

Dressmakers and miliiners gathered round the 
slight figure of the bride-elect, Whenever she 
was nob with Alan it seeraed to Fiorence she was 
belpg measured for some new garment, or some 
fresh one was being tried on. 

“T believe Aunt Janet thinks we shall live in 
Siberis,”’ she confided to Alan, “for I am sure 





* So that I get you J don’t mind the clothes,” 

"Bat I do, - I sesm to be nothtng better tha: 
a lay figure for the malds to try droases on,” 

He laughed outright, 

" How do you know, Ilttle ons, that Iam not 
going to take yon to the wilds of Africa, or 
some other heathen place, where dressmakers 
are onknown? What should you say if I carried 
you sway beyoud the hounds of civilisation, 
Floy +” 

“T shouldn't mind If you went tc 

"You may be pretty eure I shall go where you 
go, little lady. I don’t mean to loze sight of you 
after the firat of next month.” 

* And three months ago I had never seen you 
Doesn’t it seem wonderfol, Alan?” 

"Tt le not wonderfal that anyone should love 
you, When yon are Lady Eledale I shall have t: 
shut you up in a glass caze to prevent people 
losing their hearis in vain.” 

* T want no heart but yours, Alan.” 

** And will you slwaya think so, sweet ?” 

Until I die,” 

“Do you know that I am a fearfully jealous 
nature, Florence? Notbiog but your whole love 
would satisfy me,” 

"You have Ii all.” 

“ Ay, do you know I am often eelfish enough to 
be glad you have nelther father, nor mother, 
brother, nor efster.. You wiil be all mine, with 
no one to come between us,” 

** Avd I have been wishiog so my mother had 
lived, I never wanted her so much os I have 
done lately.” 

"Don’t grieve, dear. Believe me there are 
worse misfortunes than parents dead while true 
and honoured, One of my dearest friends loved 
@ gir] as true and fnnocent as you. Thelr wed- 
diog day was fixed, and he discovered that Instead 
of being an orphan, her father was a convict fa 
Australia,” 

** And surely that did not part them ?” 

‘Surely it did, It could not have been other- 
wise, Floy, For the sake of bis children a man 
mast shrink from a wife whose antecedents are 
stained ith crime.” 

** Poor girl,”—her eyes were fall of teare—"I 
should have thonght her husband would have 
loved her all the more,”’ 

*'He was not her husband—ha waa epared 
that misery. The truth was discovered in 
time.” 

“T don’t like him—hbe was hard and stern,” 

* Jast and bonourabie,” 

'*Would you do it?” she cried. “ Would 
you give me up and take away your love for 
something that happened years before you knew 
mes?’ 

“ There {* no question of that,” he said, a little 
coldly. “You are the only child of an hononr- 
able man. There is no atain upon your parentage, 
my Fiorence.’’ 

In the dark aftertime the memory of that 
converastion came back to Florence over and 
over again, She seemed to ace the proud, stern 
face, to hear the breath of coldness—the firs 
she had ever heard from bhim—sounding in his 
volee, 

It was a week before the welding-dey. Mere. 
Fox called Fiorence {nto her own dressing- 
room, 

“I want to speak to you, my dear; shut the 
door.” 

Mies Warburton obeyed, and then ber aunt 
prodaced a jewel case, from which she took a 
necklace and bracelets of rare pearls. She 
clasped them allently on her niece's neck and 
arms, 

“How beautifal! Are they really for me?” 

“They have been yours for years, Florence. 
They were a wedding-present to your mother,” 

“My mother!” A strange light flashed fn the 
girl’s eyes, “Ob, Aunt Janes! won't you, please, 
tell me something about her?” 

“There fs nothfag to tell, child,” 

“Oh, surely there mast be something—how 
she lived and how she died, how she spoke and 
how shelooked, Fancy, aunt, I have never heard 
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anything of my mother! I don’t even know 
how we lost her.” 

Mrs. Fox devoutly hoped her ignorance might 
continue of thad last aubject, 

‘She was very pretty,” she sald, gravely. ‘‘I 
was struck when 1 saw you by your blance 
to her, only you are not half so beautifal, Your 
‘mother was like a lovely forelgn bird—so bright 
and gay.” 

And she loved me!” said Florence, softly, 

* She loved you dearly. I had very little {n 
common with your mother, Fiorence, but I know 
she loved you devotediy.” 

“ And she died when I was three years old / 
Aunt Janet, where was she buried?” 

Mrs, Fox stopped to unfasten the bracelets. 

“T really do not know, After her loss your 
father could never bear her name mentioved. 

* Then you were not with ber }” 

*©Y was abroad with my husband,” 

She rose and placed on the table a drawer full 
of trinkets and trifling ornaments. 

“ All these belonged to your mother, Florence, 
They were sent to me to keep for you.” 

There was a graceful confusion in the drawer 
sad to witness, when one knew the owner was 
dead and could never return to rectify [t-—lockats, 
brooches, chains, lace and ribbons, and fn a plece 
of tissue paper a golden curl, labelled in a delicate 
hand, “ My baby’s hair,” 

“Don’t cry, child,” said Mrs, Fox, noticing the 
girl's tears, “It’s no use crylog for what hap- 
pened well-nigh sixteen years before, What will 
the Earl say if he sees your eyes red ;” 

“ He fs not coming to-night. Aunt Janet, may 
I take these things away to my owa room!” 

“Yee, I meant you to. There was a locket 
with your father’s likeness ; I remecaber it was 
A wedding gift to his wife, but I cannot 
find 1t.” 

Fyorencs went upstairs to drees for dinner. 
She was a person of consequence now, and one of 
the maids always came to assist her toilet. 
Mary, her first acquaintance, being specially 
deputed to this « fice, 

The Earl was 00 coming to-night, s0 Fioreuce 
cared little what she wore, and afforded 
Motle variety, She eat down with a book waitin 
for the dinner bell, bat to her surpriee the mal 
lingered, 

6 Miss Florence,” 

“What fs it, Mary,” kindly, “fs there any- 
thing the matter?” 

“Nothing, miss, thank you, only there was 2 
woman here to-day begged me to give you this 
note. She sald ehe’d been to your old school to 
try to see you. She daren’) come to the house, 
she said, ‘cause of the mistrese, but she’d give a 
great deal to see you.” 

Florencs Warburton felt perplexed, 

“T don’t think I knew anyone at school Jike 
tbat, Mary!” 

“She fs nob a common person, mise—not a 
beggar or anything of that sort. She's a lady, I 
expec’, though poor one; and she seemed so 
set on seeing you I thought ft conld do no harm 
to take her letter, You're nob vexed with me, 
Mies Fiorence 1” 

“ Ob, no; 1 am sure you meant ft kindly.” 

Left alone, the girl drew her chair nearer the 
warm fire, and tore open the envelope Mary had 
given toher. The letter 1b encloced was very 
short, and written In a clear, distinct hand, whose 
every character told Florence that her unknown 
correspondent was a lady. 

“'T have beard you are shortly to be married, 
As one who loved your parents dearly, who waa 
with them throughout thelr married life, may I 
beg to see you! Your auntand I are not friends, 
she was always jealous of me; ehe never loved 
me because I was so dear to others, I cannot 
coms to Foxgrove Court and demand an Inter- 
view with Miss Warburton; but to me Lord 
Eladale’s bride Is not Mies Warburton at all, on 
the ttle toddling girl, whose first steps I guided, 
whose volce I tanght to lisp her mother’s name. 
if for the sake of that mother’s memory my 
prayer {s granted, I shall be found in the west 
arbour from efght to alne, I shall bring with 
roe a token that I have not spoken falsely.” 

Florence uever healtated, anyone who had 
known and loved her parents must be dear to her, 





She had the keenest longing to hear about these 
dear ones, and no one around her seemed elther 
willing or able to answer her questions. Of 
course she would go and see her mother’s friend. 

There was no difficulty In accomplishing {t ; 
two of her cousine were from home, Passy and 
her father never wanted other company while 
they had each other, and Mra, Fox was engromed 
In writing to her absentson. Directly she had 
finished coffee Miss Warburton left the 
drawing-room, stole upstairs, wrapped herself to 
a warm fur cloak, and then went forward to the 
that for all time was to influence her 


There was a lovely moon ; ita soft rays shed a 
ellver radiance around, and by thelrlight Florence 
quickly found her way through the shrubbery 
to the distant arbour. She entered with eager 
anticipation, and then she felt warm, loving kisses 
on her face, and clioging arms round her neck, 
as th of someone who loved her very dearly. 

“Ty t you would come,” said a sweet, 
sad volee. “1 belleved your father’s child 
would not refuse my prayer.” 

‘And did you really know paps,” asked 
Florence, “ and my beautiful angel mother }”’ 

The arms which clasped the girl trembled, bub 
the volce never faltered, 

"I knew them both.” 

‘© And will you tell me about them! Fancy, 
I know nothiog of my mother, except that she 
died when I was three years old.” 

“She wae like you,” said the voice, gently ; 
'* but oh, child, may your lot be fairer.” 

" Woeen’s she happy ?” 

“She was as happy as a poet's dreaw at first, 
your father loved her so; but she was young 
and foolleh. There was a woman ever at hand 
to blame her slightest act, and instil the polson 
of jealousy into her husband's soul; and so, by 
the time her child was three years old her life’s 
happiness had ended,” 

“Bat my father loved her,” said Florence, 
proudly ; ‘he loved her as his very life.” 

‘* And she loved bim. Bat, child, love fen’t 
enough in thie life ; there must be faith and truat, 
and forbearance, patience, and gentienese too. 
rene when you are a wife will you have 


The girl trembled, there was no mistaking the 
earnestness of the question, 

‘© T hope so, I pray so! Alan loves me, and I 
—I have no wish buat to make him happy.” 

“Amen!” said the sweet, sad voice, gently, 
"Tf that be eo, your fate will ladeed be fair,” 

“ You said my aunt did not like you.” 

“ She hates me !” 

“Theo I must not ask you to the house ; bub 
won’d you tell me who you are, and why you love 
meso? I can feel your wet tears upon my face, 
You have come from London to see me, and yet 
IT am a abranger to you,” 

* Not astranger: you have slept {n these arms; 
Ihave hushed you, soothed you, fondled you. 
Ob, my darling, don’t call me a stranger!” 

* And your name?” 

“T cannot tell it to you,” Then she unfastened 
something from her neck, and put it into the 
girl’s hand—a gold chain eupporting a locket of 
dead gold, with the monograam D.A.W. “ Will 
you wear this for my sake, it was your mother’s.” 

She touched a spring and disclosed a likeness 
Florenca recognised as her father’s; he looked 
young and joyous there, not old and careworn as 
in the portraits he sent to her at achool. She 
gazed upon the face In perfect silence, then her 
visitor clasped the chain around her neck. 

* You loved him dearly, I can see It! Love 
his memory always, and ob, think kindly of your 
mother, \—your mother who was so unhappy 
and who loved you so,” ? 

“T think she was happler than my father,” 
said Florence, simply. “He was left to mourn 
her—she was at rest.” 


* At rest!” cried the woman, passlonately. 


“Abreat! Oh, aie, Psoapa Wing decth. 
mockery. There is 4 as ea 
You may die to’the world, to those you loved, 


‘your home may be desolateand your child an 


orphan, and yet yourself live deopairingly on, 
weary and hoartbroken —- live on because 





Heaven's lawa have made !t # ein to take the |!/. 
which is such misery.” 

She had eald too much If she wished to preserve 
her secret. Some strange instinct told Florence 
the trath ; the girl sank upon her knees, and 
buried her face in theoutcast’s lap, sobbing out, — 

‘‘ Mother! my mother, how could you go 
away | How could you let your child belleve 

t ’ 


you dead 
(Zo be continued.) 








WITH MIGHT AND MAIN, 


—0i— 


(Continued from page 441.) 

'* You have been long learning your love and 
your duty. You have left {it to others to 
minister to his wants, to maintain the dignity of 
bis poaition—-and those others neither so capable 
nor well trained as yourself—and now, when he 
is at death’s door, you crave admission to him, 
You will forgive me if I suspect your intention 
fs not what it seems.” 

“ Try me, only try me. I will be very meck, 
I will obey you io all things; and I could de. 
mand my sichte—bat Tam ashamed,” 

** Mother |" the voice is low and refined, and 
Edith turns quickly to confront » small, slight 
girl, with an {interesting rather than a pretty 
face, ‘' Mother, do not be too hard with her— 
remember, Wilfrid always spoke gently of her," 
and advancing, Edith catches her hand. 

‘* Plead for me, plead forme! Iam a wicked 
woman; but there is pardon for the worst 
sinner—pardon and grace 1"’ 

The girl's grey eyes search the wasted, beau. 
tifal face a moment, then she says,-— 

" 1 oe ~~ Por eB we have ja sgh 
exclade . Brooks,” apparently her 
is law with the matron, for she makes no further 
remonstrance, only says coldly, —- 

“If that is your deciaion I have no mors to 
say, Rmily ; and will prepare the servante for 
Mre, Brooks's retarr. Of course she will occupy 
her old rooms,” 

on » * * * 

It almost breaks her heart to see him lying 
there so helpless, so eaffering. Tears rise to her 
beautifal eyes as she Jooks down upon the white 
face, the helplees figure, on the dear head, 
brulsed and battered, as its many bandages tes: 
tify ; and when some movement disarranges the 
bediclothes, and she secs that the strong right arm 
has been amputated, she falls on her knees, 
weeping, praying, loving him In his helplessnesw 
and pain more than she had ever loved him fs 
the pride and strength of his manhood. 

But there is grave need for contro), and her 
passion soon is spent, She is ready for work, 
never weary of ib; so anxlous to learn, so dle 
tressed by any little mistake or failure, that by 
degrees the good, but narrow-minded women 
are drawn to her, First Cousin Enfly softens 
towards her, then Aunt Brooks, and from forgive- 
ness springs a very real and true affection. 

So in watching and o the slow, sad days 
wear by, and etill Wilfrid hovers between life 
and desth. Still the doctors come and 2°, 
shaking their heads wisely, and looking preter- 
naturally grave, And Edivh’s heart {s wrung with 
many a terrible pang as she Listens to the sick 
man’s ravings ; passionate entreaties for her 
love and compassion; his wild apbraidings of her 
pride and folly. Then she will fall on her kuses, 


praying, — : 

“Oh, Heaven ! spare him to me, if only to say 
‘I forgive you!’ I cannotdie with the weight 
of his woe on my soul |” 

She grows very weak and fragile In these days 
—the very ghost of her old imperious self; and 
Eually regards her with pity, condones ber paso 
sin because of her present suffering, Aud ov? 
day, when she has lain down to win a little uee?- 
ful rest, the girl sits talking {a whispers of ber to 
her mother, when a thin hob hand startles ber 
with its weak touch, and she sees her 
cousin’s eyes wide and conscious apon her. 

“T don’t understand you,” he saye, faintly, 
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“you speak as though ehe were here. Bat that | tears hob upon his face, he hears her laboured | carried, and her head wee resting tn the most 


is only a fancy of mine. She would not come 
«ven were I to prey her for the sake of my lova 
$0 ao 80, 

% Dear cousin | you must not talk ; bat I will 
tell you wonderful things, and you shall listen,” 
and without further preface, she tells him of 
Egith’s late remorse and tenderness, whi'st he 
listene as one who dare not believe the good 
aswe he hears, 

That night when Edith steals into his room, 
trembling and afraid, he greets her as quietly 
and naturally” ae though “hey had lived their 
short married life in uninterrupted calm, makes 
no allusion to the past, does not reproach her by 
word or look, and to her thie apparent Indfffer- 
enca fs more crue! than death. Bob from this 
hour be begine to mend. His naturally geod 
constitution asserts Itself, and each day the 
medical men speak more hopefully of his case. 
All that can be done for him In the way of 
nursing is done, and soon he Is able to elt up for 
an hour or two aday; then Edith begins to 
wonder If, when he has no longer any need of 
her, he will send her away. Well, if he does, 
she wil! not complain, knowing too well how 
she had laboured to earn his hate and scorn. 

One day, as she site beside bis bed, he ssys, 
quistly. “Have you forgotten what day this 
ia)” And answer in her face, goes on, 
Tt ip St. Valentine’s—a most Important day fn 
our lives. Edith, how long have you been with 
with me now 1?” : 

** Nearly three weeks! Wilfrid, husband! 
You do not mean to send me away 1” 

He smiled st the tearful woman. 

“No! I am going to have a feast to-day In 
honomr of my recovery, and I shall need your 
help,” a shade of pain darkening his face as he 
glances 2 moment ab his dissbled side, “ You 
shall all dine with me to-night, and I Inefot that 
each one comes in her war-paint, Now, please 
not te talk any more. I shall sleep and recruit 
my etrength for the gala!” 

With a hope, born of what she ecarce can tell, 
Hilth despatches a messenger for such articles of 
attire ay she will need, and towarde evening 
makes her tolleb with trembling hands and fast 
beating heart. Thon she steals to the eick-room 
to find {ts untenanted save by the Invalid, who 
terns his worn, dark face upon her with an 
expression she cimnot fathom. And she 
atands shrinking in the darkest shadows, te quick 
eyes catch the gleam of jewels about her throat 
and wrists—famillar jewele—and he bide her 
come to him, Despite her pallor and the 
sharpened outlines of her face, she ia still beaut!- 
fal—to him most beautiful. 

“You look bravely to-night!” he says, more 
gently than he has.spoken for many weary days, 
and hie heart leaps against his side when he sees 
she wears his {li-fated valentinese—the necklet 
and braclets—-that her beautifol eyes are dark 
with tears, 7 

He puts out his hand to her, saying only one 
word, “wife!” and suddenly she falls on her 
knees, kissing his hand wildly and passionately, 
acd praying him to forgive her all her wrong, 
heaping bitter reproaches upon herself, confess- 
ing Pag = eens 
a -ha says sgain, very, very teuderly, 
‘shall we begin again, and from to-day ? Shall 
We together forget the past, and strive with 
might and main to make each other the nobler 
Sud better for our love.” 

Ob} if you can so far forgive as to take me 
back to your heart—to give mea share in your 
joye and your eorrows—I will be content to be 
your servant, your slave. I will thank you, 
bless you on my knees for the goodness I do not 
deserve,” 

An Between husband and wife,” he says, 
gravely, “‘there should be perfect trust, as 
thers should be equality fn all things, Eilth, 
ah forget Tam a poor maimed wretch 

Bat oh! most dear to me!—most dear to me 
how and always,” ‘ 

.,. ») 20t kneel there, aweetheart, and to me; 
lift your head and kies me |” 
b She leans over him, and for the first time lays 
sr lips to his with a great sob, He feels her 





breathing, — 

* Darling ! Why are you crying! Are you 
aphappy still?’ 

“No! oh, no! Heaven knows my heart fs 
breaking with happiness. Wilfrid, will you ever 
quite forgive me and love me the same |-—will 
not the past rise before you |” 

* The past is over and done with, my heart! 
The fature lies all before us, and {fn it, please 
Heaven, we will be very happy!” : 

And Heaven, hearing his prayer, granted It to 
ths attermost, 

(THE END.] 








THE HEIRESS OF BEAUDESERT. 


—Oi— 


CHAPTER XI.—(continued.) 


MEANWHILE Miss Springold was smniuslng her- 
eelf after a much Hiveller fashion. Directly Rex 
Verreker arrived she rang the bell, aod with the 
utmost sang froid declared herself ‘Nod at 
home ” to anyone slee. 

Then she lod him {nto the coslest nook in the 
garden, where a little bubbling brook sonnded 
cool and cheerfal ; and where blue forget me-nots 
fringing Ite banks were apt to make the prosiest 
of lovers grow sentimental, 

Then she sank down smongst the rushes, 
locking like a large biuebell, over which the 
meadow-sweet nodded its delicate flowers; and 
Rex Verreker, stretching his long legs at her feet,» 
straightway began to dream of another pair of 
eyos and the smile that always seemed to him 
borrowed from Heaven. 

As if aware of this fragant treason to her own 
charms, Fiosale said, rather spitefally,— 

“If I were Valerie de Monofort I would swear 
that I had had smallpox, measles, or anything 
but brain fever.” 

“Why, there's nothing disgraceful in {t,” said 
Rex, lezlly, his eyes watching a batterfiy that 
was perched on the top ofa reed, like a flagon the 
tower of » lighthouse ; ‘‘and it ien’t infectious, 
80 that all your fellow-creatures needn’s shun 


ov. 

“That depends "with s saplent look at the 
rushes she was plafting so fadastriously, but 
without a definite object. 

“ Depende—depende on what?” sitting upright, 
for the matter concerned Valerie, and, therefore, 
demanded all his attention, 

On many things. Sapposing that somebody 
had commaltted a great crime which had weighed 
upon his mind, and brought on an attack of brain- 
fever, would that be any reason for rushing up 
and abaking hands with him directly he re- 
covered?” putting her head on one side, and 
looking at him from under her half-closed lds, 

‘©If you kept your hands behind yon It 
wouldn’t have been on account of the fever.’ 

“Bat it would have been on account of the 
cause,” her eyes twinkling with mischief, “Now 
you see everyone {fs wanting to know what hap- 

to poor dear Valerie on the night of the 

1, because the strangest rumours are about,” 

**Qonfound ft!” gnashing a straw between 
his teeth, ‘They must trump up a story about 
or The gossips will leave no one 
alone |” 


“Ob, yes, they will,” with a smile of calm | 


superiority. " They haven't talked about me for 
a long time, because I’ve done nothing to excite 
them.” 

‘Or, rather, they’vetalked the subject out.” 

“Tt will be a long time before this dies ont, I 
can aseure you.” . 

“" A wonderful thing to make a fuss about—a 
girl’s excitement at her first ball! Anyone 
could zee she was tired out.” 

“Especially after that waltz with Colonel 
Darrell. I am not equeamieh ; in fact, people 
say I am quite the reverse, but I don’t think I 
could have done It myself.” 

‘' Done what!” with a resentfal fire fn his 


eyes. 
“ Well, really, you know {t was a care of being 





confiding manner on hie sioulder.” 

He bit his lip. ‘So might yours have been if 
you had fainted like she did.” 

"Tf the head had been mine, and the ahoulder 
yours ?” with an arch lock, 

“Then anyone might have betted on the 
consequences,” an favoluntary emi{le hovering 
round his lips. 

“ Aod why should Ib be different with Colonel 
Darrell?” quiet amusement twinkling beneath 
her lashes. 

He spravg +0 his feet, ‘ Good heavens} I'd 
have thrashed him within an toch of his life!” 

“Sit down, and don’t get excited. Some 
paople say you did,” she added, slowly, enjoying 
his confusion, “May I ask the reasou why?” 

‘“Who dares to say euch a thing t” running 
over fn his own mind the poselbflity of Lord 
Marshall’s having talked too faet. But no, even 
he would have known how to hold bis tongue 
when a woman was concerned. 

** All I know fe that he went to Ivor's Keep ia 
a battered condition, suggestive of o free fight 
before leaving. Perhaps somebcdy else was Lady 
Valerie’a champion!” tying her rashes with 
great care, as ff much depended on the strength 
of the knot. 

“Why Lady Valorfe’s}” he asked, after a 
pause, “he was a stranger to her ; she never saw 
him before ; to that I could take my oath.’ 

“Oh! so could I; but that makes it all the 
more extraordinary. Don’t you think, to speak 
candidly, she went rather far for the first 
time ¢” 

Far? The expression reminded him of the 
long fatiguing walk to the station, which was 
certainly far in the most litera! sense, and he 
thanked his stars that Flossie did not know of {t, 
Anxious to propitfate her, he looked at her with 
an expressive glance, 

“The first time I ever had the Indescribable 
pleasure”to meet you, Misa Springold, you did 
ms the honour to dence with me seven times : 
Lady Valerie only gave one to Colonel Darrell.”’ 

avers times! Impossible!” blushing rosy 
red. 
“I have the card stiil, Ssd to think It’s 
Daintree’s turn now,’’ with a dolefal shrog of his 
shoulders. 

She followed his lead eagerly, not knowing 
that if he stooped once more to pick up the thread 
of flirtation, It was only to distract her attention 
from Lady Valerie. It was a dangerous game to 
play, and in the years to come {t eeemed as if his 
own happiness was to pay the forfeit ; but now 
with the dread upon him that the name be most 
honoured In the world should be bandled from 
Up to lip, any means seemed acceptable which 
— make Flossie think of herself and not of 

er. 

The afternoon passed quickly, and by the time 
he rose to his feet, with an exclamation of horror 
at the lateness of the hour, Flossie's eyes were 
ebining with happiness, and her heart beatiog fast 
with triamph. They walked back to the houve 
together, and on the way he told her that hie 
leave was up before the end of the nex week, eo 
that he must bid her a long good-bye, 

She made a grimace. 

** Good-bye? I hate the word!" 

* Then, perhaps, I had better not say it,” 
taking off his hat, and making « profound bow, 
" till we meet again.” 

" Yes ; tillnex: week, What day shail you conis ? 
Because I must have half-a-dozen handkerchiefs 
In my pocket.” 

He grew red and stammered something abont 
the uncertainty of the date of his departure ; 
for, truth to teil, he doubted if he should have 
the heart to spare one afternoon away from his 
lady-love, 

Miss Springold fixed her eysa upon him f[n 
acandallsed reproach. 

© You weren't thiuking of sneaking off without 
—oh, of course, you are wanted to console 
Valerie for Colonel Darreli’s absence.” 

"If she wanted consolation she would not eeek 
{t from me,” he sald, gravely. 

‘Then you won't glve up your old friends, 
alli” her blue eyes raleed appealingly to 
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“ Not till they are tired of me,” and after a 
prolonged pressure of the tiny fingers he got on 
bis horee and rode away. 

Fiosste Springold stood on the steps, shading 
her eyes from the sun, as she watched Verreker 
disappearing Jowa the lights and shadows of the 
avenue, 

Afver all there was no one like him, with his 
handeome face and wioning ways. 

‘If you mean to steal him from me, Lady 
Val, you had better look to yourself!" she mur- 
mured between her pearly teeth. 


CHAPTER XII. 
OUT IN THE STORM, 


Ir was Verreker’s last day, and he lay on the 
grass ab Lady Valerie’s feet, trying to make up 
hie mind to move, He fancied that she had 
been colder in her manver lately, and only 
accounted for {+ by the supposition that ahe 
thought she had given him too much encourags- 
ment by asking for hfa: when she was {lL 

Probably she meant him to understand that 
she only looked upon him as a friend, and 
nothing more. He had never aspired to any- 
thing more, so he had told himself scores of times, 
bat it was a differsut thing to learn it from some- 
body eles. 

Oh, if she only bad a dozen brothers to help 
to equander the family fortunes, instead of being 
the sole heiress of Beaudesert and future 
Countess In her own right! Then he would 
have tried his fate without a scraple, and learnt 
from her own sweet lps if she loved him enough 
bo walt for him, 

If he had but known what was to follow he 
would have done it then and there, and never 
risked the breaking of two hearts for the sake of 
a man’s pride; but, unfortunately, he was like 
other mortals, blind to the future cn which his 
happiness hung, and only alive to the preseny, 
which was passiog rapidly from him, 

Lady Valerle was playing with a heap of roses 
which lay upon her lap, picking off any blight 
or tiny caterpillar that tried to aecrate Itself 
among the leaves, One, a lovely bud, jast un- 
folding, feli on to the grass, 

Rex stretched ont his arm and picked it up. 

*" May I keep 1b?” he said, holding it against 
his silken moustacher, and longing to kiss it, 
with the ueual fatulty of lovers, because a certain 
soft, white band had held it, 

Lady Valerie gave one glance towards him, 
and almost yielded; bat st that moment her 
eys wandered to the large equare envelope with 
the monogram of F.S. In red and gold on the 
seal, which had been the cause of thele present 
tiff, and her heart hardened against him, 

“No,” she sald, gravely. Ib would jast do 
for a buttonhole, and Lord Daintree is coming 
thi. afternoon.” 

Without a word he rose to his feet, and laid 
ib‘om her knee, his face as white av his own 
collar, He drew bimself up proudly, 


room, with her back turned, with old maldenly 
discretion, to the couple on the lawn. 

There she sat and wrote a letter, whilet her 
thoughts kept straying ‘‘to the dear girl” and 
“the charming young fellow” who were going 
through the first stages of the rose-befringed 
path that leads to matrimony. 

In imagination, with a slight blush stealing 
over her own modest cheek, che heard the tender 
tones pleading, and saw the two hands meeting 
fo the clasp that meant so mach; and a tear 
came stealing down amongst the written words, 
for it brought back the remembrance of a happy 
time when her own step was as light as the 
wind’s, and her cheek a8 smooth as a bh—a 
time long forgotten by all but herself out of her 
own unwritten past. 

Ah, me! there are mauy to sympathise with 
an old mafd’s sorrows, but not one will listen, 
except with a lurking smile of ridicule, to the 
tale of her unforgotten joys, ao she bas to bury 
them {mn her heart from the public view, and 
only cry over them secretly when no one is 
there, 

After awhile Mise Back's letter was finished, 
and turning round, she atole a timid glance to- 
wards the window. The sofs was empty, there 
was no long form stretched upon the grass ; the 
barry couple seemed to have taken themselves 
Ct 


She rang the bell to aend the letter to the 
post, rejoicing meanwhile to think that Lady 
ogy was feeling strong enough to take a little 
walk, 

The butler answered the bell, and inquired ff 
she could tell bim Sf Mr, Verreker meant to leave 
by the early trafio the next morufog. She said 
that she did not know, but he would find him in 
the garden, 

"Mr. Verreker, ma’amt” exclaimed Panton, 
«Why, he went out riding half-an-hour ago!” 
Mies Beck stared at him In open-mouthed aston- 
{shment, and then, te Panton’s surprise, hurried 
through the window into the garden. 

She crossed the lawn {[n breathless haste, 
dropping spectacles, silk glovea, pocket-handker- 
chief, etc., on the way, which the butler picked up 
with decorous gravity, almost wishing that she 
would drop something else as well that he might 
have on excuse for following her. 

She hurried on, regardless of everything, in 
such a etate of agitation that she had nearly 
worked herself up bo telling the firab gardener she 
= to ring the alsarm-beli and sammon the house- 
hold. 

At last, to her Immense relief, she caught the 
glimmer of a white dress through the trees, and 
emerged on to the lower lawn, in time to see 
a stagger up to a seat with a letter In her 

mi . 

She rushed up to her with outstretched arma, 

“ My darling, you gave me such a fright!” 

Vailerle hid the letter hurriedly, and at the 
same time there was a sound of retreating steps 
rustling among the buehes. 

She jooked up at her old friend's agiiated 
countenance and tried to smile, but the amile 
faded almoet before it came, and the old look of 





Then I will relleve you of my company,” 
and with his head {a the aly he walked off. 
Half-alarmed at the effect of her own spitefal 
llttle speech, Valerte looked after him with wide- 
open eyes, To think he ahould be so offended as 
te go off like that, and leave her slone—posl- 
tively alone! No one had ever done ench a 
thing before since her Uloess, and the teare, 
always near at hand when bodily strength ts 
low, sprang to her eyes. 
Perhaps he would come back. Oh, if he only 
would} She Hetened intently for « few minutes, 
and then heard the sound of horse’s hoofs re- 
vreating. 
Her ips quivered in bitter disappointraent, 
but she would not cry. Let him go to that 
Flosele Springold if he liked! She would have 
been sorry to write to the nicest man that was 
ever born, and ask him to come, when he chose 
to kesp away ! 
Miss Beck had been building a romance duriag 
the last few weeks; and {n order that it might 
be brought to a happy conclasion she had be- 


terror bad returned to her lovely eyes, 
Her volce was low and trembling as she 


sald,— 

‘*T only tried to take too longa walk. Some- 
body muat come and get me home,” 

“T will run and tell them,” 

“No, no!” and she caught hold of Miss Beck’s 
grey slik dress to stop her, in a strangely excited 
manner. *‘ For Heaven’s sake, don’t leave me 1” 

"T won’t, my dear; I won't on any account,” 
said the old lady, soothingly, although her mind 
was much perturbed ; “ but why did Mr, Vorreker 
leave you?” 

“He went after bis own busicess,” In an 
offended tone ;‘‘it has nothing to do with me.” 

From which Miss Beck gathered that the little 
love-acene she had Imagined had no counter- 
part {In real life, and her kind heart wae dis- 
tressed, 

All that evenivg a fearful storm raged; the 
thunder was Incessant, the lightning 20 alarming, 
that great anxiety was felt for anyone who was 
out-of-doors. 





taken herself to a quiet corner in the breakfest. 


Earl sald he was thankfal to thiok he had iaa 
the senge to stay where he was, 


Lady Valerie said so was she. But if she spoke 


the trath, her face belled her worde, 


All the evening she lay on the sofa, looking x: 


white and fragile that her father constantly urged 
her to go to bed; but she only aald, in cif 
defence,—- 


'* How could I sleep In such a noise as this |” 
Aad the Ear! desisted, because he saw ii was 


no 186. 


A sudden gale rose, az ff 1p had besn Octobe 


and not August, and shattered the flowers, bent 
the willows on the lawn nearly double, with thelr 
web tresses fying over thelr heads, broke 
branches off th 


large 
ose trees that were lesa supp): an 
cast them into the swirling river down below, 
or carried them by its owa force acrors the 
lawn. 

Jast ae the storm was ab ite height there was a 
gentle knock at the door, and Beanmout requested 
permiasion to speak to hia lordship, 

Lord Besudesert got up quickly, for bis nerves 
were upset like the rest, but he remembered just 
{u time to assume an alr of calm surprise at the 
interruption which dacelved nobody. 

Beanracnt held open the door for his master to 
es out, then closed {b, as he thought, behind 
m, but the lock did not catch, and the door 


remained ajar. 

“Well, what is id}” said the Wari’s yolce, in 
unusually hurried tones. ‘‘ Lightning done any 
damage? Speak low, I don’t want anyone to 
hear.” 

Lady Valerie and Mles Beck heard him saying 
ft, and yet both sat up breathlessly and Matened 
with all their ears, 

Beaumont’s voice was low, bub very distixct, 
and they could hear every word. 

“’Not to the castle, my lod, or any of the 

ople about the piace, bub there’s a boy come fn 
rom Scaradale way, and he says that just where 
the road’s darkest under the trees there's some- 
thing lying in the middle of tt—” hers he sank 
his tones almost to 4 whisper—‘‘and he sald he 
couldn’t be sure, but fb looked something like s 
man and a horse all jying in a heap.” 
**Good Heaven} Could tt be Mr, Verreker}" 
“I thought of him, my lord; but surely 
gentleman like him, with no lar hasinesw 
to see about, would have the sense to atay where 
he was,” 

“ Bab he was going by the first train {n the 
morning; that might bring him.” . 

“He wouldn’s risk his Ufe for that, surely, ny 
lord $” 

“ Fle never was afrald of danger,” said a tremu- 
lous voice at his elbow, “ at once ; I know 
it’s he 1” and Lady Valerie, wembling and wilte, 
sank In a heap at her father's feet. aii 

Every offence was forgotten {a the wild wiss 

io see Rex Verreker again. 


ee 


CHAPTER XUL 
THE FATAL FLASH, 


Tue storm eubsided as suddenly as ft had risev, 
and died away in a deluge of rain. 

As soon as Lady Valerie had been carried to ® 
sofs, a party was sent out in the farm-cart to find 
out what It was that was lying in the Scarsdale 


road, 

The Earl watched by his daughter's side fo ® 
fever of impatience to know the truth, his mind 
tortured by fears for his friend’s safety, Vurive 
the last month he had learnt to love Rex Verreker 
like a sop, and the thought of him lying on! 
there with the pitiless raln descending on his é¢- 
fenceless head was Intolerable to him, Ho rang 
the bell, and ordered the brougham to be got 
ready at once, that he might follow his servanis 
directly his daughter was fn a fib state to be ‘eft 
In Migs Beck's charge, and never noticed tis 
Panton, as he went out of the room, picked up 
piece of crumpled note-paper which was lying on 
the floor ; yed that scrap of paper wae 5* re 

ag, If {t fell Into wrong hands, a0 & packet 0 

ynamite near a lighted match. . 

“Ie be safe?” ware the fireb words that Lady 





Verreker did not return to dinner, and the 


Valerie uttered as her yes roamed In onget 
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search roand the room for one who was nob 
there. 

# Qaite safe, I hope aud trust,” safd the Earl, 
soothingly, as he patted her soft brown hair, “I 
om just golng to see after him.” 

See after him? Is he here?” fixing her eyes 

n his face. 

He's wet through,” sald the Earl, evasively ; 
and he ought to change his things.” Then he 
escaped from the room, with » guilty sense of 
half a falsehood clinging to him, and also a 
gecret consciousness that his humbug was of no 


avail, 

Directly he disappeared Miss Beck asked Lady 
Valerie, farriedly, if she wouldn’t go to bed, 

"Before I know?” she answered, In snch 
horror that the question was not repeated. 

Lady Valerfe closed her eyes, aud thought and 
feared and hoped, till she felt as if she should go 
mad. Only shat very afternoon she had been ao 
ankind to him—refusing bim a flower ont of the 
amsilest splte—and pretending to set up someone 
else before the truest, kindest friend that girl 
ever had | 

Oh! if repentance were of any avail, she felt 
as {f ehe could weep tears of blood! What a 
time they were! Tast dark place on the Scars- 
dale-road was scarcely a mile beyond the park, 
Sie knew ib so well, because as a child her heart 
axed to beat fast as she rode by it, having been 
told by some foolish nurse that there were wicked 
isirles under the gloom of the branches, Now 
what a double horror hung over it, as the dark- 
ners shrouded the head horse and the man who 
had been riding [4 so recklesaly in the storm. Her 
teeth chattered with terror, whilst her eyes fixed 
themselves on the door, 

“They are so long,” she sald, hoarsely, unable 
to bear the allence any longer. 

"You see, my dear, they naturally would be,” 
aaid Miss Beck, looking anywhere buat towards 
the white face, with the awe-struck eyes, 
* supposing !t turned out to be a man from ona 
of the distant farms, They would have to carry 
him to his home before they came back.” 

“Bat it was not a man fromafarm! Oh, I 
know !—-I know!” with her hands clasped 
piteously against her chest, 

‘And the Earl has not been gone more than 
three-quarters of an hour,” anid Miss Beck, with 
4 glance at the Sevres china clock on the table by 
her aids, which had once belonged to a Bourbon. 
“Thay could not get there and back fn so short a 
time as that.” : 

"Short! The clock must have stopped.” 

Ther she lay back perfectly still, her eyes 
— every eense concentrated on that of 

saring. 

The rain pattered againet the windows, and the 
scent of shattered flowers came softly fn on 
every breath of air, 

Tae room, indeed the whole houge, was silent, 
thongh the maids stood about the hall or in the 
passages in affcighted groupe. 

Rex Verreker wae a general favourite with the 
household ever since he had gone {nto the river 


A meee + houtekeeper’s nephew from being 


Taey sald he wae a gentleman down to the | 


gronad, and no one ever objected except the 
Marquis of Dafntree’s groom, who remarked 
that he didn’s count anyons ont of the 
pesrage. 

He was very nearly requested to leave the 
Servants’ hall in consequence, but Panton fater- 
fered, and sald that opinions were free. 

The butler was the only person who did not 
shars the general auxiety, or, If he shared {t, he 
took {t very eee and withdrew to his 
a private room, where he indulged in a bottle 
a, port, and his most comfortable pair of 

ppers, 
ar tuttog a ee ne of aat down in his 

char, and, having adjus his spectacles, 
took out the paper which he had picked ae on the 
meer oor, smoothed out the cramples 

n & carefal hand, and held it ap to the light. 
PI smile of satisfaction spread over his 

crackled countenance, for if he ever wanted to 
me Awenpon sgaineb his master or his young 


astreas, he held most effectual one in his 
Possession, 





The Earl, if he knew of its existence, would 
give thousands of pounds to have it destroyed, 
and !t lay tn Panton’s option whether or not he 
should win an independence for life. 

— enormity of the possibility staggered 

m. 

He put his fat arms on the table and bilnked 
his eyes, thinking over the the ten years which 
he had passed in the Earl’s service. 

‘* We've rubbed on pretty well together,” he 
thought, with a nod of his grizzly head ; “ pretty 
well considering the stiff backbone the old gentle- 
man's got to keep him from stooping te ua poor 
folk ; not but what he has often been wanting In 
proper respect for my dignity, That he has, and 
there's nodenying it, "Taint as if we weren't all 
the same flesh and blood, only he's got a big 
house and I've got none, and he’s got a bandle to 
his name and I’ve got nothing buts Mister. Well, 
I can bring him down on his marrow-bones 
whenever I like, that’s a comfort, and the day 
may come when I shall be jolly glad to doit! 


Hang {t! there’s that bel/, and all the fellows | 


ont!” 

He rose from his seat, drew on his boots, put 
the bottle of wine In a cupboard, paesed his band- 
kerchief over his heated face, and hurried from 
the room, the drawing-room bell rioging vehe- 
mently again and again. 

“¢ Heaven ha’ mercy, what can have happened ! 
There it is again—if {t's thleves and robbers I'm 
not to face them alone. Here, Sasan, my 

girl,” catching sight of her at the end of a 
passage, " you come along with me.” 

“Whatever is the matter!” with scared eyes, 

* Nothing, nothing, only I think my lady will 
be wanting you, so just standouteide the drawing. 
room door, and you can tell the others,’ beckon- 
ing energetically, butafrald to stop. 

“Tell the others when I’m wanted myself | 
Whatever on earth doss he mean!” 

She conld not understand, but, like a sensfble 
girl, she ran after him, not waiting for explana- 
tions. 

Panton disappeared {nto the drawing-room, 
and she leant against the wall listening, annoyed 
by the beating of her own heart, which seemed 
louder than anything elee. Has any news arrived! 
Was Lady Valerie fll} 

There were hurried steps ftuside the room, the 
sound of voices talking, the rustle of women’s 
dresses, Oarloaity and anxiety mingled kept her 
spellbound, although she heard the nolse of wheels 
upon the gravel, and knew that she ought not to 
be found in the hall. 

To her excited nerves a long time seamed to 
elapse before a carriege-door slammed, and with 
a siow, lingering footstep, as of one who has 
failed and is tn no hurry to announce hls faflure, 
the Earl of Bsaudesert came up the marble steps, 
and bared his grey head as he entered the wide 
open doors of his own stately bouse, 

He sighed heavily as he handed his bat to 
Beaumont, and sald,—. 

“Tet me be told directly the messenger re- 
turns from Scarsdale, and let a farther search be 
made ae soon az fb fs light.” 

“Twill go myself, my lord,” said the valet, 
promptly. 

“No, Beaumont, you mush nob try yourself 
too much, Let some of the gardeners go.” 

The drawlog-room docr opened, and Panton 
came out looking strangely excited, 

Beaumont {netinctively stopped forward as fi 
to shield his master from any further bad news, 
whilst Susan's head came peeping round a marble 
column, anxiety making her oblivious of her 
abnormal position, 

‘*Please, my lord, her ladysh{p thinks the 
doctor ought to be sent for.’’ 

Bor ladyship?” 15 seemed an odd thing for 
Valerie to atk for the doctor for herself. Had 
anything happened to Miss Beck? "Is whe il? 
Speak out, can’t you?” 

Panton drew himself up, as a reminder to bis 
master not to trample on his dignity. 

“Not her ladyship, my lord; bat we can’é 


“make ont what's the matter with Mr, Verreker.” 


‘Verreker! Is he here? Good heavens! why 
didn’t gou aay sot" 

And pushing past the butler the Karl opened 
the door for bimself, and saw the man whom he 








had been locking for half-lyivg, half-sitting on 
the sofa, with the blood trickling from a wound 
on his forehead | 


. eee 


CHAPTER XIV, 
HO DID mrt 

How had he got there? This was all that 
Lady Valerie could teil her father, and he did 
not hear it till the next morning 

She wae still counting the minutes till thelr 
return, when the door opened suddenly, and 
Mr, Verreker came into the room, bis face white 
as his collar once had bean, his hair hanging over 
his fdrehead, his clothes drenched and dripping. 
He stood and leant against the doorway, his eyes 
fixed ppon the alight form reclining on the sofas, 
his arms hanging fnertly by his afde, 

“Are you ill?” gasped Miss Beck, for Lady 
Valerfe seemed anable to speak. 

‘No, I'm all right,” he sald, hoarsely ; “ but 
my horse-— " 

"Come in ond sit down,” drawing forward a 
chair, but even at that moment remembering 
how his wet clothes would spoil the haadsome 
brocade, “Is your horse much hurt ?” 

"The poor brate’s dead.” 

"You were on it, and yet you escaped?” camo 
in a soft voice, trembling with thankfulness from 
the direction of the sofa.” 

** Yes! Lady Valerie,” and the shadow of a 
smile flickered round his ashen lips; ‘ib had 
better been the other way, hadn’t fb?” Hvt- 
dently he had not forgotten her cruel epeech 
~ . afternoon, and the wound was rankliog 
atiil. 

“Nol” she said, rising from her seat, and 
coming towards him with appealing eyes, 
‘*Money can buy another horse, but it—oh | 
heavens, there is blood on your forehead!” 
stopping and clasping ber hands. 

He passed his hand across bis eyes, as if half- 
bewlldered. 

"Yes, the blow wasn’t hard enough, but he 
did his best |” 

“ What do you meant” exclaimed Mies Beck. 
**Sorely ib was the lightning that killed your 
horse ?” 

"Yes! bat ib was a little hunchback that 
tried to do for me,” subsiding on to the end of a 
sofa, whilst his face grow deathly white ; 
*ourfons, wasn’t it?” 

Valerie's eyes opened wide with terror, “A 
bunchback!” she repeated, In an awestruck 
whieper, whilet Miss Beck stood open-mouthed 

He leant his arm on the back of the sofa as [f 
for support, end went on in a dreamy under- 
tone, staring ab the carpst, ‘' You, the storm 
was bad enough—they told me nob to go, I 
never thought of Simon. Hs bore up against fb 
so bravely, and never swerved an inch, with the 
blae fire playing all round ay, till he dropped 
down dead under me, and we both rolled over 
together. I felt the flame, and then I suppose 
I fell asleap or faint”—a pauee whilet he was 
gathering strength or recollectlon—"and when 
I opened my eyes I saw a horrid, misshapen 
brute with a stone In hiahand. He raised hfe 
arms and let it go ; ft etruck me here, I think 
he meant to kill me, but my head was hard or 
his strength failed him!” 

"He shall be brought to justice,” exclaimed 
Miss Beck, quivering with horror; “ the Ides of 
& murderer only a few miles from the house! 
What will the Karl say 1” 

Valerfe was clinging to the back of a chafr. 
"Don's tell papa,” she said, with livid lps, 

"Not tell him!” cried Miss Beck, aghast, 
whilat Rex Verreker stared Gully as tf he hardly 
understood. “My dear, he deverves hanging, 
and I could feel {t in me to pay for the rope ; but 
quick, ring the bell—he’s ill—he’s dying!"" She 
rushed forward to support him, whilat Valerie 
pulled the bell vehemently, The tummons 
roused Panton, as we bave seen, from his solilo 
quies, and he szslsted in ralsing Verreker’s long 
legs on to the sofa. Then he undid the stud of 
his shirt collar, loosened his tie, and waited for 
the result, the ladies meanwhile bathing the 
wounded forehead with handkerchiefs soaked tn 
eau de Cologne, 
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"T shouldn't ba’ minded belag indisposed my- 
self,” though» Panton, se he eaw his young 
mistress bending over Rex Verreker with woman’s 
divine compassion in her eyes. “Bat I could 
have dispensed with the old ’an’s skinny fingers.” 

“See his hair, eveo his eyelashes have been 
singed |” sald Valerlo very low; ‘death came 
fearfully cloze, 

"I don’t like that blow, my dear,” in a grave 


whisper ; ‘ oue never knows what may come of a | 


blow on ihe head, 

“There he fe } 
him, Panton.” 

Panton left the room, and the Earl appeared 
instantly, 

"How did Verreker get here} I had almost 
given him up, What bas happened to him!” 
he asked, quickly, 

Mise Bock Isfd her hand on bie arm, and sald 
solsxnly,—- 

‘That poor youog man whom we have all 
llked and respected bas been nearly murdered !”’ 

-- “Good heavens!” 

Yes, you may ack him yourself, ac soon as he 
can answer yoo. It was a man with a hamp on 
his back who did i>.” 

“Oh, bush!” exclaimed Valerie. ‘‘ We are 
not certain—there may have been a mistake.” 

" Beaumont—where’s Bsaumont!” sald the 
Earl hastily, lookipg round, There was a group 
of servante gathered outeide the door, all listen- 
lag eagerly, but afraid to enter. 

The valeb made hls way through them, and 
came across the velvet carpet with his noiselese 
tread. 

"Do you wand me, my lord?” 

‘© Yes ; send one of the grooms for a doctor, 
and, tell me, do you know anything of a man 
about hers with a hump on his back 1” 

“Yes, my lordi” A sudden movement be- 
hind attracted his attention, and he saw that 
Lady Valerle bad sunk down on a chatr, as If her 
knees refused to support her any longer. He 
was on the polnt of mentioning the name of the 
man’s master, and where he lived ; but some- 
thing made him change his mind, and be con- 
tented himself with sayiog that if the Earl 
wanted him he should know where to lay his 
hand upon him. Then he left the room to give 
the necessary orders to the groom. 

Toe Earls brow was kult together with the 
greatest anxiety till Dr. Merton appeared, shak- 
{ng the rain-drops off his coat, and smiling with 
his usual urbanity. He looked very grave, how- 
ever, when he heard the circumstances of the 
case, and could vot help wondering fo his own 
mind whether Mr. Verreker’s brain had aot been 
addled by the fail and the lightnfog, and the 
bunchback was a creation of his own imagination, 
He sald it teemed to hixa extremely unlikely that 
aay villain should make an attempt at murder 
without a robbery as well, when he could not 
be supposed to have 3 cause ~«f spite against 
the intended victla. He examined the wound 
on the forehead, and gave it as his opinion 
that Mc. Verreker’s head had strack egainst a 
atone. 

He certainly had had & narrow escape from 
destruction, for one aide of his coat was scorched, 
and the hair on his right temple was singed. 

Perfect quiet was recommended, and a pre- 
scription written oad which was to prevent all 
deleterious consequences, and then Rex wae 
allowed to retire to bed, and told to remain 
there. 

'* Tmpoestble!” he said, at once, 
start for Vienna to-morrow.” 

‘J ahall send a telegram to your chief the firat 
thing In the morning,” sald the Earl, with a 
quiet smiles, ‘'and Dr. Merton shall give you a 
certificate, which I will enclose fn a letter of 
explanation.” 

“You are very good,” leaving his aching 
bead on his band, “ but, indeed, I must be «ff. 
Mildmay is waiting to take is leave after I get 
back.” 

“Then Mildmay must wait a little longer,” 
sald Lord Beaudesert, to hia most decided 
manner, “I have taken more trouble about 
you to-nlghtd than I ever did for anyone elee, 
and I am not going to let It be for nothing. 

Bealdee, I may want you for zomething cise,” 


I wish the Earl were here |” 
I hear wheels, Go and tell 


"TT must 





"Vm sure I’m endlessly obliged to you.” 
© Tot—tut ; I don’t want your thanks, go to 
aleep. What fs the matter cow!” noting the 
auxisty of his expresefon, with the keen peicep- 
tion that generally belongs only to women. 

“TY was thinking of that poor brute lying In 
the road,” and strong man as he was, Verreker’s 
lips quivered., 

* We brought him home,” sald the Ear!, gently. 
“ And to-morrow he shall be burled beside my 
own borse, that came down with me last sutumn. 
I think Valerfe planted e rose bush on his grave 
—giris are so sentimental,” 

** Thanks, a thoneand thanks!’ with heart- 
felt gratitude, 

Dr. Merton gave a few last directleus, then 
left the room with the Earl. 

‘*T suppose I had better write a warrant for 
the hunchback’s apprehensior,”’ said Lord Beau- 
desert, “and wend It to the police-siation }” 

“Perhaps so, my lord, but you don’t expect 
him to waid for it,” wih a ely twinkle fu his 
eye. 

” He won't have an idea that he is suspected,” 
said Lord Beaudesert, hastily. 

‘A secret that fs known to a dczen persons 
travels fast; and I think that there were as 
many as that outelde the open door of your own 
drawing-room.” 

Bat they were my own people,” 
atiffiy. 

'*They were, wy lord ; bub there were some 
women amongst them, and If you can get a 
woman to hold her tongue when her own 
life doesn’t depend cn ft, I shall sew thab you 
have performed a miracle, Good-night, or 
rather, good-morning. I hope Lady Valerfe will 
be none the worse for this excltement.” 

The doctor got Into his gig and drove home, In 
the freshneas of the early morning, so entirely 
engrossed in hle own thoughte that he took no 
hevd of the drops which were showering down on 
his hat and coat from the overhanging branches 
of the trees. If this story of Verreker’s was not 
the creation of hls own confused brain there was 
some particularly ugly mystery ab the bottom of 
it. The would-be assassin waa, as he well knew, 
the confidential servant of Colonel Darrell—the 
man who followed his steps wherever they went 
—and was supposed to be cognisant of all bis 
secrets, a fellow whom the doctor suspected of 
belong an unscrupulous agent In the hands of a 
msn without a coneclence. 

if the rumour were true that connected Colonel 
Darrell’s name with Lady Valerle’r, some hidden 
complications might be brought to light, which 
would probably be highly inconvenient to the 
Earl and bis daughter; yet he dared not give 
one word of warning lest he should be supposed 
to be interferiog with thelr most private affairs 
and hinting the slightest ausplcion of the latter. 
A girl may be as Innocent as the day, and yet if 
the smallest cloud of mystery hang over her head 
It may grow into a shadow that will darken her 
life. None knew thia better than the kind- 
hearted ttle doctor, who was admitted toto the 
confidence of half the nelghbourhood, and had 
never been known to betray it, 

He wae quite alone, for it was not his habit to 
have his servant’s rest disturbed as well as his 
own when he was called for in the middle of the 
night, and he was glad of the circumstance when 
he caught e!ght of a crouching form fn the wood, 
just outside the gates of Beaudesert. 

Acting on a sudden Impulaée he called out 
‘ Zebedee 1” and as the man hesitated, be added, 


rather 


dare |” 

Thus adjared, the hunchback came out from 
the dripping bushes, and displayed an ugly face, 
with cunnlog eyes under shaggy eyebrows, long 
pose, narrow, pointed chin, and low for 
abaded by. untidy loose locks of grizzly halr, 
His head was bare, and the brown coat which 
reached nearly to his ankles was patched and 
shabby. He touched bis forelock with orlnging 
respect, and stood still, blinking like a bat In the 
sunebine, 

“Your master’s out of England, I under- 
stand?” said the Doctor, flickiog a fly off his 
horse’s ear, 








The mau nodded, 


es 





| 
| 


fiercely, ‘come here, you rascal ; coeak off if you | 


THE MOST NUTRITIOUS, 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


COCOA 


BREAKFAST--SUPPER, 
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QUICELY CORRECT ALL IRREGULARITIES, REMOVE AL, 
OBSTRUCTIONS, and relieve the distressing symptoms «0 
prevalent with the sex. Boxes,i/1} & 2/9 (contains three 
times the quantity), of all Chemists, Sent anywhere 
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Or by post, 14 or 34 stamps, by the makers, C, and G. KKANSLEY 
17, North Street. Westminster. Sold in the Colonies. 
“No shape bat this can please your 
dainty eye.”"—Shake-peare 
EXQUISITE MODELS. 
ERFECT FIT. 


GUARANTEED WEAR. 
ty & 

H 

\DIAGONAL SEAM 


CORSETS. 


Wii not split im the Seams nor ear 
28. 


¢ Fabrics. ; 
Made in White, Black, and 


Shades in Italian Cloth, Setin, 
and Cou 
4/ll, 5/11, 6/11, 7/1 
per pair and upwards, 
> THREE GOLD MEDALS. 
Bold by the principal Drapes 
and Ladies’ Outitters. 


A webDING Invitation in Cafro extends for three 
days, There is feasting during all the time, sud 
the house and street are Mberally decorated w/ci 
flags and lanterns. 

Tee oldest tree on earth with an authentica'e? 
history Is the great bhoo trea of Buarmsh. for 
twenty centuries {f bas been held sacred to tbe 
Baddha, and no person fe allowed to touch the 
trunk, When the leaves fall they are carried 
away ag relice by pligrim». 

Ir the world were become birdless, man could 
not inhabls it after nine years’ time, fn splie of 
all the sprays and polsons that could be mand 
factured for the destraction of Insects, The bug: 
and sluge would elmply eat wp our orcharde ace 
crops, Indeed, the more we study the various 
adjuetments and arrangements by which te 
business of the nataral world about as fs cacried 
on, the better disposed we should be to distrust 
our abllity to improve upon the present sxecauliv® 








meansgement of this great terrestrial plaset. 
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“Then the sooner you go after him the better ; 
take my word for it, I euppose there’s somebody 
left at the Keep who can open the door to the 

lice $”” 

Zabedeo’s face turned grey, and his chfo 
dropped, but only for an inatant, Tie next 
minute he made an awkward bow, and muttering 

Thank you, sir, 1’) hurry back to be ready for 
them,” slank away. 

(Zo be continued.) 








FACETIZE. 


“My husband,” ehe sald, as she dreamed of the 
fature, ‘must be a hero.” “Or a martyr,” 
added her dearest girl friend, 

“How's basiness been with you, Brown!” 
asked his frlend Pingrey, ‘‘ Not very lively,” 
ald Brown. “Bat you have made something, I 
supporet” “Oh, yes! I made an aesignment,” 

Youne FatHer: ‘‘ Hallo there, nurse, what's 
the baby crying like that for! I-can’t read at 
all.” Nurse: “ He’s cutting his teeth, alr.’’ 
Young Father: “ Well, just ses that he doesn’t 
do !t any more, or you'll love your place.” 

“In such @ case as this,” feebly gasped the 
dying heroine, with her last breath, “I would 
gladly die a thousand deaths!” The encore 
fiends in the gallery, however, did not Insist on 
thie. They let her off when she had died once 
more. 

Wuat Is a stethoscope, and what fs {b used 
for!” asked theprofeseor of the clase in anatonty, 
“The stethoscope,” answered the pupil at the 
pedal extremity of the claar, “ia a sort of micro- 
scope used by a doctor for the purpose of looking 
into the chest of a patient with his ear,” 

"T woutp like to know,” said the gruff old 
father to the young man who had been calling 
with considerable frequency, ‘“‘ whether you are 
going to marry my daughter!" ‘‘So wouid I,” 
answered the diffident young man, ‘’ Would 
you mind asking her ¢’ 

Moruer: “ That ia a handsome piece of bronze 
you have selected for Miss Bangup’s wedding 
present ; but why do you leave on the price- 
marki” Daughter: ‘The bronze is v 
heavy, and I do not want the dear girl to injure 
herself carrying ib round to experts to find out 
what it cost.” 

" Here you've been telling me day after day,” 
sald the bright-faced young wiie, ‘‘ what a 
wonderfal cook your mother was; and now your 
Aunt Jane has jast told. me that your father was 
& chronic dyspeptic.” “Well, you see,” the 
young husband murmured with a deep algh, 
“mother learned to cook by practlaing on father,” 

“Ax,” enld the man who is sometimes morose 
and visionary, “if I only had the wings of an 
— iy the bg of s lion!” ‘“ Another 

ch of dyspepsia !”’ murmured the fa’ . 
tlclan, in tones of sympathy, “ My tear bie’, 
pt aaa ought to wish for is the stomach of a 


“ Cuarcey dear,” sald the apple of his 
“the baby is trying to talk again. It's wontiniet 


how he takes after you!” ‘‘What was he 
talking about}” “I thick if must have been 
politics, He started very calmly, but fo a few 
santates he was as angry and red in the face as he 


Soon after the death of Tennyson, a man meb 
4 farmer of the neighbourhood, and sald to him : 
, 10 have bad # great loss,” ‘ What loss!” 

Why, you have lost the great poet.” ‘‘ Ou, 
ay, fy va ~ — “he fs dead; buts I 

0 dow wife will carry on the business, 
And make {t ag profitable as Iver ib was.” 
; A PASSENGER who had observed to the omnibus 
conductor that it was d—d hot, suddenly turned 
sad discovered a woman within hearing.’ "I 
rd pardon, madam,” he said, contritely. 
sine = ype air,” responded madam, fan- 
Caner te vigorously, It's very much 





“Wuar is troubling you now, Penelope!” 
sald Marguerite to her friend, as she noticed the 
cloud on her brow. “I was merely thinking, 
Marguerite,” replied this Girton maiden, ‘that 
when a girl coudescends to marry she is com- 
pelled by force of circumstances beyond her con- 
trol to marry a mere man,” 

Moraer: ‘ I don’t like the looks of that boy 
Leaw you playing with on the street to-day, 
You mustn’t play with bad Ittle boys, you 
know!” Son: "Ob, he ain’s a bad little boy, 
mamma! He’sa good Mttle boy! He's been to 
the reform school two times, and they've let him 
out each time on account of good behaviour.” 

LaDy (paying for purchese): ‘‘ Three-and- 
sixpence fg right, is it not?”  Shopman: 
" Three-and-sevenpence, madam ; one penny on 
the bottle.” Lady: “ But I didn’t pay a penny 
for the bottle last time,” Shopman (euavely): 
‘Didn't you, madam? I am sorry; then that 
= be three-and-elghtpence.’ Discomfiture of 

y- 

Miss Daisy (who has spent her whole sursmer 
in trying to elevate the simple country people 
with whom she has boarded): ‘‘ Good-bye, Mr. 
Stiles. I hope my vielt here hasn’t been entirely 
without results,” Mr. Stiles: “ Sartin not, sartia 
not. Yon've learnt a heap since you first come 
here ; but you was purty nigh the greenest one 
we ever had on our hands,” 

“Tsay,” sald the business man to the detec- 
tive, “some fellow has been representing himself 
aaa ‘collector of oure. He has been taking fo 
more money than any two of the men we have, 
and I want him collared as quickly as you can.” 
“ All right ; I'll have him fn gaol in less than a 
week.” ‘* Great Scott, mani I don’ want to 
put him fn gaol ; I want to engage him.” 

“T ax writiag an article,” he said, “on ‘The 
Way to Manage a Woman.’” ‘I suppose it will 
be & long one,” she replied in a allghtly scornfal 
tone, 
short, Infact, it will consist of only two words 
—* Don’t try!’” Then she knew him to be a 
man of sense and experfence, in spite of his 
apparent youth, 

Mas, Dix: “ When my husband and I quarrel 
we never allow the children to witness [t."" Mrs. 
Hix: “ Why, how in the world do you manage 
ip?” Mes, Dix: *' We always send them out-of- 
doors, so they can bear nothing.’ Mrs, Hix: 
‘*Oh, now I understand, I’ve often wondered 
why your children were in the streets all the 
time,” 

Jack: “ So you spent last evening with the 
colonel. How did you epjoy yourself?” 
Bob; “Bored to death!” Jack: “Well, ’m 
surprised ! The colonel fs a notoriously enter- 
taluing fellow.” Bob: “I know ft, but he epent 
most of his time telling jokes that he had 
read.” Jack: ‘‘Well!” Bob; ‘* Well, I had 
written most of them myself.” Jack: “ Ob, I 
see! No wonder you were bored !"’ 

Sue had been raflivg at mou, and telling why 
women should have the management of affairs, 
when the little woman in the corner suggested 
casually : ‘You can always tell what kind of a 
husband a woman has by the opinion she ex- 
presses of men in general, can’t you?” And the 
one who had been doing the talking before was 
so farlous that she spluttered when ehe tried tc 

It was a picture representing a young man ab 
the feet of bis lady-love that roused the tre of 
the crusty bachelor, ‘“Esfore I would ever 
kneel to a woman,” he sald, ‘I would encircle 


turning to the girl who sat near him, he in- 
uired ; 
g I could doi” 

the best for the woman,” was the quiet reply. 
€ AnD now that you are through college, what 
are you going to dof” asked a friend of the 
youthful candidate, 


was the grave rep'y of the young man. “ Bat 


fen’t that profession already overcrowded?” | 


asked the friend. ‘ Possibly it is,” answered the 


knowing youth, ‘‘ but I propose to study medicine | « representative of the people!” 


just the same, and thote who aro already In the 
profession will have to take thelr chances,” 


“No,” he answered, “It will be quite | 





| 


* Amgria says that George's proposal was the 
most provoking thing she ever encountered 
"How sof’ Why, just as soon as be had 
acked her to bs his wife he went right on and 
sald, ‘I know thie fa so sudden.’"’ “And what 
did Amelia say?’ ‘“‘Say? Why she couldn’: 
say a thing. He bad just sald himeelf the only 
thing she was prepared to say.” “ Well, what 
did she dot” ‘She sald, ‘Why it fen't ee 
awfully sudden,’ and then fell on his neck.” 


He was a smart} young commercial traveller 
who wished to show his smartness by quizzing 
an old farmer, and began by asking him {f there 
were any pretty giris in the neighbourhood. 
" Yee,” replied the old man; “ there’s a dread- 
fal sight of ’em—so many that there ain't half 
enough respectable fellows for ’em all, and se 
come of ’em are beginning to take up with com- 
mercial travellere and euch-like low fellers,’’ The 
young man did not follow up the enl-ject, 


A MINISTER of a rural parish in Scotland ob- 
served one of his flock shooting a bare on the 
Sabbath. Whon catechizing day came round ke 
questioned him as follows—‘“‘ John, do you know 
what a work of necessity ist” ‘Fine that,” 
sald John. ‘* Well, do you think shooting a hare 
on a Sunday a work of necessity!” "It is that,” 
sald John, ‘How do you make that out?’ 
" Weal, ye see, it micht be awa’ on Monday,” wae 
John’s reply. 

An Irish priest had laboured with one of 
his flock to {nduce him to give up whisky. “‘E 
tell you, Michael,” said the priest, “whisky ts 
your worsh enemy, and you should keep as far 
away from it as you can.” “ My enemy, fs It, 
father ?" responded Michael! ; ‘' and i was your 
riverence’s self the) was tellin’ us In the pulpit 
only last Sauday to love our enemler.”’ Sol 
was, Michael,” rejoined the priest ; ‘but I didn’t 
tell you to swallow them,” 

Far Countess: “I wish to geb some rugs, 
something really artistic and wsthetic, you know, 
but I can’> afford to paya very high price.” 
Honest Dealer: “ Right this way. Here, madam, 
are some antique Tarkish rogs jast in from the 
factory. Take them home, smear ’era with greace 
and tobacco juice, then wash them a iittle, dry 
them fn an oven, lay them for three days in the 
sun, and they'll look as faded and antique as the 
— imported article costing ten times as 
mach,” 


Mr, Scsors: “Good-morning, Mr. De Villa. I 
wish to ask 9 favour of yon.” Mr. De Villa 
(wealthy resident): ‘Certainly, Mr. Suburb. 
What fe it?” Mr, Suburb: “I have cailed to 
ask you to send your carriage and coachman to 
meet me at the six o'clock train thia afternoon, 
and \I would like the coachman to be In his 
finest llvery, aud I hope he'll use the silver-plated 
harnese.” Mr. De Villa: ‘Eh?’ Mr, Suburb: 
“Yes, I will arrive on that train with a new 
servant gir), and I would like to make a good 
impression,” 


Ar the close of the Highland games In a small 
village in Scotland, one of the competitors came 
forward to the local policeman and put to him 
the query : “ When does the theatre open here ?” 
“ We hae nae theatre in Inech,” sald the police- 
man, "Well, the music-ball, then?” ‘Na, 
na; naething o’ that kind herei” The stranger 
gasped. ‘Good heavens, man! Have you vo 


| evening amusement In this outlandish place i” 


Whereupon the policeman replied: ‘Ou, ay! 
if ye walt till aucht o’clock ye'll see them shuntin’ 


| the goods train.” 
my neck with a rope and atretch ft." And then, 


i 
' 


‘ 


“TY shall study medicine,” | 


| 


Ar an agricultural show fn Dublin a pompous 
member of Parllament, who arrived late, found 


"Do you not think it would be the best | himself on the outekirte of a huge crowd. Being 
*It would nndoubtedly be | anxfous to obtain a good view for himself and 


aome lady friends who accompanied him, and, 
presuming that he was well known to the epec- 
tators, he tapped a burly coal-porter on the 
shoulder, and peremptorily ordered: ‘‘ Make 
way there!” ‘‘Garn! Who are ye puabin'!” 
was the unexpected response. ‘* Do you know 
who I am, sir?” cried the indignant M.P, “I’m 
“Yoh!” 
growled the porter; but we're the bloomin’ 


gua * people themeslves !” 
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SOCIETY. 


Tux Grand Dake and Grand Duchess of Hesse 
will pey a vist to the Queen at Bordighera 
shortly after Her Msjosty’s arrival there, 

Tax Queen is at Windsor Castle for a satay of 
between three and four weeks before going to 
Bordighern. Her Majesty does not Intend 
—— from the Continent until quite the end 
of April. 


Iv is probable that Her Majesty will leave 
earlier In March than usual for Bordighers, and 
if so the Drawing Rooms may well be later than 
is customary, Ou. thing is certala, thelr number 
will not bs diminished, 


Various devices for holding a woman's watch 
accarely in some convenient place have been 
tried with more or less succesz, The very latest 
fad of all fa the tlay leather bag tag strap with o 
Htbsie gold buckle fastened around the belt, and 
from this the watch fe suspended, 


Some annoyance has been caused ab Court by 
the announcement that the Qaeen Regent of 
Spain has conferred the Order of the Golden 
Yieece upon the German Crown Prince. The 
Qaeen had always Intended to send the Garter to 
her great-grandson when he celebrates his 
elghteenth birthday In May next, and It was 
hoped that the blue ribbon would be the 
firet great foreign decoration to be conferred 
upon him, 


Dorine his visit In the autumn the Garman 
Emperor is sald to have made the Queen a very 
interesting present. This Is a copy of an 
{mperial version of “ Oberon,” which his Majesty 
has just completed, in collaboration with three 
professore. It !s generally recognised that Weber 
was not well treated by his librettist, and the 
Emperor sep himself the task of giving to the 
world an improved " book,” 

THE Princess of Wales has determincd to go 
abroad sgain this spring with Princess Victoria 
of Wales, and she may possibly bo joined by 
Princess Charles of Denmark. Meantime, there 
will be ® family gathering at Copenhagen for 
the celebration of the elghty-eecond birthday of 
the King of Denmark, he belpg the oldest 
reigaing monarch, Happily too his bealth has 
markedly Improved, It is the great desire of 
the Qaeen to see the King of Denmark again, 
and he Is really eo vigorous and energetic that It 
will be by no means surprising ff he carries out 
the intention he formed some time azo of paying 
& vialt to this country. 

Tue Dachess of Albany has retarned to Stutt- 
gart with the young Duke and Princess Alice, 
and they will stay there for the next five monthe, 
while thelr next winter, according to present 
arrangemente, fs to be apent at Dresden. It Is 
probable that the Dachess and her children will 
vase most of next eommer in the Thuringlan 
Yorest, residing either at Rosenau, one of the 
Gakes country seats near Coburg, or ab his 
atiatiag-iodge on the mountains near Oberhof. 
Tas Dachess and her children are to pay another 
wisit to England tile year, either [In the summer 
or in the early autumn, when they will be the 
guests of the Queen elther at Osborne or at 
Saimoral, 

In his Norfolk home the Prince maintains the 
hest traditions of an English country gentie- 
man. There is nob a man, woman, or child on 
the estate who has not a good word for the 
Prince, He is 8 mode! landlord, and pays bis 

‘abourers two shillings a» week more than the 
current rate of wages {u the district, provides 
for them in sickness and old age, gives free 
education to their children, and provides them 
with comfortable cottages. Has will not allow 
@ public-house upon his estate; but he has 
provided an excellent club-house for the use of 
men and boys above fourteen, which has bright, 
cosy sitting and reading rooms, and a good 
library. There are stringent regulations agatnet 
batting, drinking, and gambling. The master 
fs only permaltted to supply cach member with 
one pint of ale per day, but non-alcsholic drinks 





STATISTICS. 


Tue Transvaal has- seventy-four gold-miaing 
companies. 


THERE are forty-seven Chinese templesin the 
United S tater. 


Lanp fn England fs 800 times as valuable 
now as ft was 200 years ago. 


THe population of India {increases at the 
rate of 3,000,000 annually. 


-—- 





GEMS. 
True love would rather wound fiself by the 
loss of pleasure than hurt others by indulgence 
therein, 
Festina to knowledge, in young minde, fs 
like the match to o fire in a grate; know- 
ledge without feeling being as cheerless and 
impotent as fire unlighted. 
Ty the home, ff anywhere, the utmost frank- 
ness, candour, and sincerity should reign; but 
this is Impossible ucless its members prezerve 
ite right of privacy inviolate. 
To be idle and to be poor have always been 
reproaches, and therefore every man endeavours 
with his utmost care to hide his poverty from 
others, and his {idleness from himself. 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Baptey Warern—One tableepoonfal barley- 
flour, one teaspoonfal sugar, one teaspoonful 
lemon-julce, one quart water, Boll the flour, 
water and sugar together fifteen minutes, then 
add the lemon: juice, and strain the water. Tama- 
riunds may be used Instead of lemon-juice for 
flavour—two or three bofled with tbe water. 
Barley water may also be made by bulling two 
tablespoonfals of barley in one quart of water for 
one hour, 


Toast Water. — Out three slices of bread 
each one-third of an inch thick, and toast them 
very elowly tlil they are very brown and dry 
throughout; break them Into small] pieces, put 
them Into « basin with one pint of cold water, 
and set it aside to soak for one hour ; at the end 
of that time turn {t Into a straimer or napkin, 
and equeezs out the Nquid with the back of a 
spoon, To the water thus obtained add a litle 
cream and sugar, aad serve ft cold in a tumbler. 
It may aleo be served without the cream, 

Borren-scotce, — Ingrediente: Halt-pound 
good brown sugar, one gill water, half-ounce fresh 
butter, one teaspoonfal lemon-jufca, Brush 
over a flat baking-tin that has an edge all round 
with a little good salad-oll, or you can butter It. 
Melt the butter in your saucepan, then add all 
the other ingredients, and boll them for about 
fifteen minutes, or till a little of the mixture eets 
quite hard and crisp whea dropped into some 
cold water, When it is done, pour some Loto the 
prepared tin, and, when getting cold, mark it 
out in squares with a knife, If required to keep 
(nob usually the case), wrap up the piecss in 
waxed tlesue paper, or they are apt bo get aticky. 

Mutrox Brots.— One pound mutton from 
the neck, or, better, the loin, one quart cold 
water, and one teasp20nfai chopped onion will be 
needed for this broth. Remove from the mutton 
the tough skiv, the fat, and all membranes, and 
cut the meat futo smal! pisces; break the bone, 
and If 1 be a part of the spinal colamn take out 
the spinal cord. Pat the pleces of meat, the 
onion, and the water [nto a asucepan, and simmer 
tom together for three hours; then strain out 
the meat, dip off the fat from the broth with a 
apoon, and remove the remaining smal! particles 
with blotting-paper. Season with salt and white 
pepper. Serve ib hot In a pretty basin with a 





are provided at very moderate charges, 





MISCELLANEOUS. 


ete 


CHAMPAGNE was first made by monks In the 
seventeenth century. 


Astronomical fnstruments of glass wera ured 
by the Chinese as early as 2253 3.0, 


Arasic cofus have a sentence from the Koran, 
and generally the caliph’s name; but never ap 
image. 

In the Afcican elephant both sexes have ivory 
tueks ; while {n the Asiatic they are generally 
restricted to the male, 


In Persia a bonfire plays an important part in 
the marriage ceremony, the services being read 
over in front of it, 


Tue sound of a bell which can be heard 45,09 ft, 
across the water can be heard through the air 
only 456 ft, 

I the course of two or three generations the 
survivors of the Indlan Territory wribes will be 
among the richest people in America, 


Tre Republic of Venezuela contains 594,150 
square miles, It is larger than any country fn 
Europe except Russla. 


Tus largest known moth is the Glant Atlas, a 
native of China, whose wings measure nine Inches 
RCTOSE, 

AN analyst hae made the discovery that al! 
fornia roses contain 20 per cent, more perfume 
than those grown elsewhere, 

Iv Is believed that the moet anelent dictionary 
fn the world is the Chiness lexicon, compiled by 
Pacutshe a thousand years before Christ. 

Tus “Golden Cross” at Ratisbon is »robabiy 
the oldest fon fn the world, Oharles V. is sald 
to have stayed there fn 1546, while Ferdinand I. 
vieteed it fa 1531, 

Tas ‘ death-watch” is a small beetle posnete2d 
of a remarkably powerful neck-joint, which 
enables it to signal to {ts mate by tapping its head 
on the wall or other surface. 

GERMAN canaries excel other canaries as singers 
A canary of Germany has been known to continue 
asingle trillfor a mloute and a quarter, with 
twenty changes of uote ia fb. 


Avnics Is the most elevated of all the continents. 
It fe the “‘contioentd of pleateaus.”’ The great 
tableland in the south has a mean altitude of over 
2.500 ft, ; the wide tabieland on the north has an 
average elevation of about 1,300 ft. 

Recent archeological researches have made 
it probable thet the ancestors of the modern 
Japanese immigrated about two centarles 5°. 
from Western Asia to Japan, gradually crowding 
out the aboriginal Alvos, 

Ix Australia, Tropical Asie, and Africa, tras 
manna is fouad on a kind of blue grass. It 
appears in masses as large as a marble en the 
nodes of the items, Nearly three parts consist 
of mannite, which, though sweet, is nob sugar. 

Tux exact meaning of Hogmanay—as Nev 
Year's Eve in Scotland fs called—ts nod knows. 
Some say it comes from the Saxon Hogg-nlght— 
the time for killing animals for eating sad 
sacrifice. ; 

Ix Kansas persons convicted of murder fo the 
first degree are sentenced to be hanged whenever 
the Governor shall sign thelr death warrav's. 
No Governor has ever signed a death warrant, 
and so the gaol contains many prisoners anc st 
eentence to bs hanged, 

Tux most prodigious power of muscle fs ex- 
hibited by fish. Tho whale moves with a velocity 
through a dense medium of water that woule 
earry him, if continued, round the world in sorae- 
thing less than a fortnight, and a swordfish Las 
been known to strike his weapon clean throug) 
the oak plank of a abip. 

A most remarkable convent Ie to be found lo 
the catacombs of the Russian cathedral at Kiev. 
Deep down beneath the magnificent cathedral are 

miles of subterranean corridors, lined with celit, 
to which 1,500 ascetics perform thelr daily devo- 
tlon and duties, live, eat, and sleep, in the scia 





biseult or a piece of toast, 


company of their dead predecessors, 
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B. G.—BShe could certainly have you up fcr bigamy, ae ean ~-Lord ny for South 
thongh the len of time she has deserted you wonld | Africa on Saturday, December 2urd rd Roberte hase 

NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. probably torneo aby severe ponalty. ° not lost an arm, nor is he tneapacitated in any way. 


Firma.—You had better consult a solicitcr. 

Sparnow.—Sparrows hatch three times a year. 

0, B.—Colonel Burnaby was killed in the Soudan. 

Paraior,—Krooger ; Koppy ; Maf-fe-King ; Tu-ge-la. 

£ ext Mispen’ Brooar.—A soldier can attain avy 
rapk 

Qrest.~'Tbe bride abould be congratulated first, then 
the groom 

4. D.—Anno Domini means the “year of our Lord,” 
thus a.p. 1599. 

Cratosity.—There ia no particular reason. Oustom 
hoe made the word. 

Eav oF THe Century —The nineteenth century ends 
on the 3lst December, 1900. 

N. G. A—Notice to ceasa a weekly tenancy may be 
given at any time of the day. 

Scorrm --Aberdeen {s reached from Euston in twelve 
houre—a distance of 545 miles. 

, B.—All drugs are injurious &f taken for too long a 
e without medical supervision, 

Ox 1s Dirricunry.—It fs a question for a lawyer. 
We could not undertake to advise you. 

Amatzur.—A provincial tour implics travelling in the 
counties that form the Metropolitan group. 

Wouty-sx Av1HoR.—It is unlawful to dramatize the 
story without the permission of the autvor. 

MaIstE —Mix together equal parts of boiled Mnseed 

, turpentine, vinegar, and spirits of wine. 

New Reaper.—You had better take the engraving to 

picture dealer's to ascertain ite proper value. 

Bov.—Phenosulphonte acid, frora which melinite and 
lyddite are made, is one of the products of gas-tar, 

Marer.—It requires much influence to obtain the 
situation of purser’s clerk or stewarcs in the Royal 
Navy. 

Pozrtxp.—A rector of a parish is entitled to what are 
known as the * great tithes,” and a vicar to the “small 
tithes. 

Deriovs.—We do not think you would obtain any 
advantage by communicating with the parties in 
question. 

Moun. —BSilver backs of brushes, ifrabbed dafly with 
a chamois leather, will very seldom neod a regular 
cleaning * 

kK. R.—The distance from Darban to Kimberley as 
the crow files is about 425 miles, but by road it will be 
a3 touch again. 

Far Avicg.—An easy method for removing mildew 
ls to put the article in a warm oven for a few minutes, 
ard then brush it. 

Axpeny AnMimer.—The immediate cause of death of 
both Thackeray and Dickens was the samo—efiusion of 
blood on the brain. 

Arxxious Lasstr.—The Scots Greys were last on foreign 
service {n the Crimea, where they made their famous 
charge at Balaclava. 

Oxz weo Wants Apvicr,—We should be Inclined to 
look upon it as a vulgar hoax, and, as such, to take no 
notice of it whatever. 

Teovntx.—The oost of a divorce sult is dependent on 
its nature, the number of witnesses, the duration of the 
trial, fees to counsel, &3. 

%, A—Sir George White was Commander-in-Ohief in 
‘odia from 1893 until the time he was sent to South 
Africa for the present war. 

Avertious.—The situation you are after is high! 
Pricod, and there are gonerally about one hun 
applicants to every vacancy. 

Asxious Osn,—When thera is the least appearance of 
ulceration, no itntment should be used, but immediate 
recourse bad te surgical advice. 

Orayoz Biossom.—A marriage is valid if it takes 
Place atter the publication of banna, or with a Moenae, 
or at the office of the registrar. 

‘ Foe & type proper pant & consult is your 

\oLoer, ad @ cannot get a satisfactory explanation 
from him, discard him at onoe. 

Is Garrat Teovste.— We advise you to give the young 
man his diemtssal, If he cannot reform before marriage, 
he ie not ikely to do ao afterward. 

_ Stir Rovcarep.—It i6 a real error to suppose that 
actors are mere declaimers of words. The majority of 
them bave been soundly educated. } 

_ Eriquerrz.—If you are walking with a gentleman 
aud meet a friend to whom you bow, he raises bis hat, 
ae he is an acquaintance or not, out of reepect to 

Exaacxp —No, an engaged young lady neod not 
af artly give up all other gentlemen’s company, but, 
tr course, she should not accept any particular attention 

om any one except her faces. 


B, 8.—Three-quarters id mashed one 
Ounce butter, two ounces white sugar, and juice 
dn 29% tO Ogge ; beat all . a flat tart 


with short paste, put your mixture in, and bake, 


Towonast.—After the receipt of weddlpg-cards, and 
the lapse of about a month, notes of congratulation may 
be sent to the happy pair should the distance be too far 
to make the customary plimentary call. 

8. asp R.—You are eligible to compete for the Ofvil 
Service, and can obtain all the particulars at the office 
of the Civil Service Commissiontrsa, Cannon-row, Wes'- 
miuster. 


Barwer-s.rct.—If the parties Intendlug to be married 
before a superintendent-registrar reside in different 
districts, notice of the inteuded marriage must be given 
to the registrar of each district. 


Sotprer’s Lass.—The front rauk men of Scots Greys 
and Dragoons now carry the lance; the Household 
Oavalry and tho Hussars are the only regiments which 
do not now carry that formidable weapon. 


8. A. C.—The general rule is that a chairman of o 
soctety or at a public meeting has two votes--one as a 
member, which he rarely uses, and the other a casting 
one, in case the votes happen to be equal. 


Estraparisr —When all the trouble is over there will 
be a rush of trade, and those who sre fret in-the field 
with a knowledge of the business arrangements prevai!- 
ing In the district will of course get the beat of it. 


Fraep L.—None of the Horse Artillerymen ride on guns 
or limbers. Some few did till five years ago, when {t was 
found that the additional weight prevented the Horse 

from working properly in combination with 
cavalry, 


Nira. — Siesta te the name given to the practice 
indulged in by the Spaniards, and the inhabitants of 
hot climates generally, of sleeptog two or three hours in 
the middle of the day, when the heat is too oppressive 
to admit of their going from Lome. 


LIFES DAY. 


A bay of sun, a day of rain, 
A kindly heart and emile, 

With answer cheors the waiting plain, 
Makes living worth the while. 


Por leaf and bud would fade, 
And bearts droop like the flow’r, 
If naught they knew but shade, 
Or naught but cbastatug hour. 


All hail the sun, all hai) the rain, 
Let thanks go loft between, 

For both their meed of good contain, 
Their fruft of mercy’s glean. 


So laugh, be glad and sing, 
Bta hops resound the lags ; 

Each morn doth promise brir g. 
And forth proclaims God's praise, 


Sorprer Boy.—The British expedition against the 
mn of Ashanti! entered Coomassio in January, 12%, 
and Prempeh, the King, made submission. Ho is now 
a polti prisoner, -living tu banishment in Sierra 


**A. B. O.—Consols ts the name given to the public 
funds ; it really means © lidation A ities, that is, 
several descriptions of stocks thrown together. The 
phrase, “for money,” quoted in the newspapers, is the 
price sold for payment down, that is, for cash. 


U. G.—If you pay your rent monthly, and there is uo 
agreement, then it ts a monthly tenancy, and the land- 
lord only needs to give 2 month's notice of his intention 
to raise the rent, You only require to give a month's 
notice to leave. 


M. Y.--There is no salary attaching to the Prime 
Ministership, but the Prime Minister holds some other 
office with @ salary. For instance, Lord Salisbury fe 
Secretary for Foreign Affairs, and is allowed £5,000 
year. 


Hussy.—You. could not dye the sult satisfactorily 
Yourself ; result’ of attempting would be to spoil the 
garments hopelessly, colour going on in patches and 
failing to atick, while everything would be shrunk and 
out of shape. 


AnotpH.—Letives de cachet were secret warrants, pro- 
ceeding from: and signed by the Kings of France, and 
countersigned a of , by which eny 
person could be imprisoned or banished to a certain 
place without any reason being assigned. 

Totonous —Such a state of affairs does not promize 

married life, and if you cannot reason 

ee oe you, you aad better 
marry young man, as nothing mise! 

can result from such a want of faith in a husband. es 


Miszrsste Nax.—We should counsel you to receive 
your father's wife kindly, and then, if, after having 
given the new life 4 fafr trial, find it realise your 


you 

Sonn re should put the case before 

your and got permission to do something 
away from 


matte magn Eek ten tagee eae eal aipeae cab 
te, mean iy co wi w 

the time-honoured vane of sending to their friends 
and acquaintances the pretty, silver embossed cards by 








which our fathers and mothers made thelr marriages 
known, 





Bap Sartor.--There is no “certain” cure for sea- 
sickness ; wero it so, nobody would allow themselves to 
fall victims to the much-dreaded complaint. Some 
people, however, do find the following beneficial - 
From twelve to fourteen graius of anti-pyrine taken for 
throe days before sailing and three days afterward, 

Nawconsr.—Former residents in a neighbourhood 
should make the first call on nvowcomers. Visitors 
from a distance are exempted from many observances 
ani ceremonies demanded by those living nearer. They 
roay call earlier or later and rematn longer than callers 


1 who reside in the neighbourhood or the aarse town, 


BoueakeR.—To make your boots waterproof, take 
halt a pound of mutton suet, melt it down, and add to 
ft the same quantity of castor ofl; screpe in » small 
plese of beeswax, abont the size of a broad bean, and 
mix the lot wel! together. Wash the boote in «arm 
water, aud then having melted the mixture rub it weld 
into the leather. 

Detrt.—The natives of Hol'and are geuerally called 
Dntch by us and other nations, that being an 
abbreviated form of the word Deutsch, or German; 
properly they are Nieder-Dautech, or Low German, as 
distinguished from Hoch-Deutach or High German, 
applied to other branches of the Garman aationalities ; 
they call themselves Netherlandach. 


M. W.—A vory simple and tngenfous plan conalats of 
standing s sma)! tub of water on a ochalr almost on a 
level with the pantry or cr: pboard shelf the mice most 
frequent, and then sprinkling the water thickly with 
oats. The oats flost on the water, and impart. such 
an appearance of solidity to the surface that the unsus- 
pecting mice, having a ilking for oats, venture upon it 
at once, and, of course, are drowned. 

Marvre.--To fold a man’s coat, lay it ont perfectiy 
fiat, with the wrong side down; the sleeve should be 
spread out smoothly and then folded back to the elbow, 
until each end of the sleeve is even with the collar. 
Foid the revers back, and then double the coat ovor, 
folding {t directly in the centre seam and smoothing it 
out sane The coat is then ready to place in the 
trunk, 


Gro--The nearest planet to us ia Venus, which is 
about twenty-five milifons of miles distant. The 
nesrest fixed star is Centaurl. It ts about twenty thon- 
sand billions of miles from us. Although Ught travels 
with such great ewiftness—more than eleven militon 
miles a misute—it takes three years and three ‘months 
for the light of this—the nearest ixod star—to come 
to us. 


Cu1r.---Bits of butter, per and salt aro scattered? 
over breadorumbe in a -dish and molstened with 
cream. A layer of mushrooms is added and then the 
crumbs again, till the dish is full. The top layer of 
crumbs is covered with butter, and a pint of cream Is 
poured over all. A plate is lafd over the top, and the 
dizh is put in the oven for an hour; then the plate is 
removed to permit browning. 

Docuess.——It has been discovered that a double chin 
can be cured by correct breathing. The short-necked 
woman roust hold her head bigh, even craning her 
neck till she is conscious of the tension of the cords. 





She should also practice relaxirg the muscles of the 
neck and dro the head, and then moving !t round 
in a cirele, will give the head « graceful polse, 
and w les, aud help to rid them of 
superfiuons fat, 


Wanrmc Apvice.--If the boy really has genius, you 
may rest assured that it is bound to make isself known 
sooner or later, in spite of all drawhacks, For the 
— we think you sam do no good by opposiog your 

oaband’s wishes. The boy wili doubtless find « few 
spare hours to devote to bis hobby, and !f he continnves 
to make steady progress it will not be too late in a 
year or two to obtain for him the instruction that 
you think he ought to have, 


Puss-1s-Boots.<-The best application fs castor olf, 
rubbed into them before a brisk fire when they are 
almost dry, after being washed with warm water ; but 
if you vip something that will preserve, as well as 
waterproof the boots, meit throe ounces spermaceti wax 
in a ladle, add three-quarters of an ounce india-rubber, 
cut into thin strings ; when this is dissolved add half- 
pound tallow, two ounces pure lard, and four ounces 
amber varuieh ; mix well, and while still warm apply 
with a brush, giving two or three coats. 








Tes Lowpow Reaper can be sent to any part of the 
world, post-free Three-halfpence Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
One Shilling and Bightpence. The qeuly subscription 
for the Monthly Part, including Christmas Part, ls 
Right Shillings and Eightpence, post-free. 


Art, Back Numexns, Pants and Vorcmes are ia 
print, and may be bad of any Booksellers. 


NOTIOR.—Part 466 is Now peode, yee Sixpence, 
post free, Eightpence. Also Vol. LXXUI., bound in 
cloth, 4s. 6d, 


Tas INDEX ro Vou. LXXIIL & now Heady; Price 
One Penny, post-free, Three-halfpence. 


Att LEerrers TO 88 APDRESeED TO THe Eyton 
or Lompow Raeapes, 26, Catherine Street, Strand, 


s*, We cannot undertake to return rejected mant- 
scripts 
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LO WAY ss 0° 60 YEARS pre-eminent 
as AODINTMENT @ 
acc MARR tin OINTMENT} 
Be id RECOMMENDED BY ALL GOOD NURSES. any 
Complaints Affections 
ee of the NO HOUSEHOLD SHOULD BE WITHOUT THEM. ot the 
ig santene They are Invaluable to Females of All Ages. redehere 
| la and and 
| . | micas. Manufactured only at 78, NEW OXFORD ST. (late 533, OXFORD ST.), LONDON; Sold by all Chemists. CHEST. 
if ALL WHO DESIRE 
: Pe TO HAVE 
ae " SOFT VELVETY SKIN HAVE YOU EVER TRIED 
ie | — tiimpeaaainn KEATING'’S LOZENGES 
| vist as 4 FOR YOUR COUCH? 
4 a BY USING 
: Aner ys DR.CABRIEL,W.0.,L.R.c.P. 
+ writes from Routh Park, Cardiff, Sept, 28th. 
ee : EMOLLIENT. "thar now preserbed them for the 
4 ROUGHNESS : practiceand nd tao at pees benele. 
: REDNESS, - eb re a ey most strongly 
aware nt IRRITATION. Ete. Sold everywhere in Tins 1/1} each. 
ie ‘| ‘Fi SOLE MAKERS— Bottles 64. & 1s. 
i i M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham. 
a 


Promotes 
GURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, a ome mays COMPLAINTS, 
SHILLING BOTTLES. 


ate SHILLING 
Ay a BOTTLES. 
Bi Kabon ! A SPOTLESS SKIN. 
> } A BEAUTIFUL OOMPLEXION. 
Bi. BRUPTIONS, PIMPLES LON 
4 ENTIRELY FADB AWAY. 
i se R. COLLIS HROWNE’S 


COUGHS, COLDS, DIARREGA, a SHIN" Qhgbens 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. GENERAL BOARD OF HEALTH, London, REPORT that tt AOTS ss ® 
CHARM uguety ites. 


, one 
D®. 3. Be COLLIS BROWNE'S | CHLORODYNE is a liquid medicine 
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Dr. GIBBON, Army Medical Btaff, Calcut Calcutta, states:—‘‘trwo posms COMPLETELY 
WITHOUT y HEADAOHY, and invigorates the netvous system when exhausted." Re ee Aen 
D**. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE vi 0°. ‘Chancellor Sir D® 3 ‘ COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE rapidly outs short 
wa undoubted} INVENTOR of Cl LORODYNE, that the whole dh of the F.PILEPSY, ae, COLIC, 
. | defendant + was deliberately untrue, and he regretted to say it been ALPITATION, HY: STERIA. 


Worn to.—See The ‘Times, July 18th, 1864. 





DE». J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE is the TRUE | 









MPORTANT CAUTION.—The IMMEN | 


many UNSOR UPULOUS IMITATIONS. Be | 
PALLIATIVR in NEURALGIA, GOUT, CANCER, TOOTHACHE, eke te 2 “aby Chemists. Baie 
RHEUMATISM. ‘ » Mannfacturer—J. T. eve SHADE B MAE Of all Ou ph ig ast ‘ia 
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F. CHARLES REIN & SON, 


Sole Inventors and Makers of the World-Renowned 


RURAL INSTRUMENTS. i 





Nine )rize Medals. 





TO BE HAD ONLY AT THE 

































as a 42 PRESTON STREET, BRIGHTON. 
Sictohex Eczema, Acne, Disfigure- LOTION 
ments. Makes the Skin Clear, Smooth 

SEES BRE SSE TONG. | No Hard Work. 

GREAT DIGESTIVE TEA SNGTE | 

Promotes oe Cures Dyspepsia, yty ... . 


PARADISE FOR THE DEAF, 
SULPHOLINE =. SP 7Sr=y=vry 


108 & 108a, Strand, London, 
: dy Tie Beenagnisn 
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‘‘No Better Food.??—Dr. ANDREW WILSON, F.R.S.E., &. 
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NN.B.—Asx specially for “FRY’S PURE CONCENTRATED.” 
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AN OPTICAL ILLUSION! 
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A Medical Certificate 
with each bottle. 


2/6, 3/6, 5/- & 10/6 (PRIVATELY 3 PACKED). 
. J. BRODIE, 4] MIYSEUM STREET, | ONDON 
Established 1868, Once Tried, Always Used. 


—— Quickly correct all 
FMT See irregularities, remove 
all obstructions, and 
— the distressing 
iptoms so preva- 
ies with the sex. 
Boxes ls. 14d. & 2s. 9d. (the 
latter contains three times 
the at pein deg all Chemists. 
anywhere on_receipt of 
Spercedicenen by E.T. Tower 
& Co., Manufacturers, Dry- 
den Street, Nottingham. 


of Imitations injurious. & worthless! 


FOR VACANT POSITIONS on this COVER 
ADYERTISEMEN? MANAGER, 
26, Catherine Street, Strand, London. W.C. 










SEE ME TAKE A 


WHELPTON'S 
PILL. 


Keep your eye on the pill, draw the picture gently towards you in a line with your 
face until the pill disappears in the monk’s mouth. 
THE BEST FAMILY MEDICINE. 
THE BEST LIVER PILL. 
THE BEST CURE FOR INDIGESTION. 
BEST PREVENTIVE OF SEA SICKNESS. 


} 
Tid., 1/13, and 2/9, of all Chemists. | 
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G. WHELPTON & SON, if 
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MAKES TIN LIKE SILVER. 
COPPER LIKE GOLD. 
WINDOWS LIKE CRYSTAL. 
BRASSWARE LIKE MIRRORS. 
CROCKERY LIKE MARBLE. ‘ 


PAINT LIKE NEW. 


THE WORLD’S MOST RAPID CLEANSER 
wud AND POLISHER. 
r. Kruger’s Ultimatum is an 


Unpolished Document.” WILL DO A DAYS WORK IN AN HOUR. 


Won’t Wash Clothes. 


LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, 
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